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FEEFACE. 



X HEaatutreandGenias of Poetry is so various and 
difFiise, ciomtfreh^ndiAg within its range the awfal 
grandeur of siMblimity and the mo^ familiar display 
of ludicrous deseription^ to whose influences^ aho^ the 
human heart presents an instrument, the diapason of 
which requires only to betouched to produce the most 
perfect and harmonious accordanceof feeling, that any 
vojumei which'Can embrace within its limits speci- 
mens of such baaotiful.varieties, compiled with taste 
. and judgment, must' ever be. a (ie«<ieralwin in litera- 
ture. Under this'impression^ the editor has formed 
his selection from the whole circle of poetic sci- 
ence, with the pieces arranged according to their 
evident nature, conceiving that, by a classification of 
this kind, they would form a volume more readily 
referred to, and which might be taken up to suit the 
present temper of every reader. 

The editor, in the:Coui8e of his work, has labouiu 
ed under many disadvantages, from the almost ex- 
clusive occupation of his time in the more active 
engagements of life, and though his attempt, as a 
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Jiterary one, is of the humblest kind^ yet to come 
before the public in any shape» appeared to him so 
formidable, that he should have been deterred from 
publifihiog filtogether, but from the cheering, though 
j)artial, approbation of some of his friends. 

With whatever views the editor may contelnplate 
the final fate of his little work ; — whether it shall be 
buoyed up for awhile by the fine spring-gale of pros- 
perity, or sink into (perhaps deserved) neglect and 
oblivion, yet he would be solicitous to avow the since^ 
ritj of his motive in thus endeavouring to add his 
smai! contribution to the support of Virtue and thfe 
Muses, He is aware that it is in Virtue we must 
look for solid and permanent happiness, end that the 
Muses. may be made the distinguished medium of 
assisting a cause so sacred, by the facility with which 
they can call forth the best feelings of the human 
heart. — -To the Muses he owes a thousand obliga- 
tions: to their flights he attributes the happiest 
intervals of his existence, and by their influence he 
has trilled a song that has cheered frequent hours of 
solitude, and alleviated the bitterest moments of 
BAguish. 

To the errors and defects in this little volume, 
the editor requests the candor of the public; and 
though his exertions may fail to procure for him the 
aura popularis so desirable, yet he fondly hopes there 
may be some among the "discerning few'* who 
•may think his arrangement entitled to their approba- 
tion, and his faults to their indulgence. 
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POETICAL SELECTIONS. 



BATTLES OF TA LA VERA. 

ANONYMOUS. 



9r|i 

X. WAS dark ; from every mountain head 
The sunny smile of heaven had fled. 
And evening, over hill and dale, 
Dropt with the dew, her shadowy veil; 
In fabled Tajo'd darkning tide 

Was quench'd the golden ray > 
Silent, the silent stream beside. 
Three gallant people's hope and pride, 

Three gallant armies lay. 
Welcome to them the clouds of night. 
That close the fierce and hurried fight ; — 
And wearied all, and none elate, 
W ilh equal hope and doubt they wait 

A fiercer Woodier day. 
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France, every nation's foe, is ther**> 

And Albion's sons her red'cross bear. 

With Spain's young Liberty to share 

The fortune of the fray. 

Rang'd on Alberche's hither sands^ 
He of the borrowed crown commands 

France's fraternal miglit ; 
While Talavera's wall between, 
And olive gre«res and gardens green, 

Spain quarters on the right ; 
Thence to where hills o'erlook the plain^ 
The British baud the left maintain. 
Fronting the east, as if to gain 

The earliest glimpse of light. 
There, while they wait the anxious morn,' 
Hark ! on the midnight breeze are borne 
Sounds from the vale below. 
What sounds? no gleam of arms they se«t^ 
Yet still they hear-^what may it be? 

It is, it is the foe ! 
Down, down the hill and through the shade^ 
With ball, and bayonet, and blade 
They charge them home, — that charge had laid 

Full many a Frenchman low 1 

Thrice come they on, and thrice their shock 
Kebounding breaks, as from a rock 

The wintry billow's thrown; 
And many a g^allant feat is done. 
And many a laurel lost and won, 

Unwitncss'd and unknown: 
Feats that achiev*d in face of da}'. 
In Peter's holy aisle for aye 

Had liv'd in sculptured stone.. 
Oh ! for a blaze from heaven to iigKt 
The wonders of that gloomy tight. 
The wreath' of honour to bentow, 
Of which the sullen envious night 

Bereaves the warrior's brow. 
Darkling they fight, and only know 
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POETICAL SELECTION^ 

If chance has sped the fatal blow^ 
Or by the trodaea corse below. 

Or by the dying groaa : 
Farious they strike without a mark* 
Save now and then the sulph*rous spark 
Illumes some visage grim and dark. 

That with the flash is gone. 

Pramiscuous death around they send. 
Foe falls by foe, and friend by friend, 

lieap'd in that narrow plain : 
But, with the-da^n^ the victors view 
Ten gallant French the valley strew 

For every Briton slain. 
They view with not unmingled pride — 
Some anxious thought their souls divide^ 
Another victory's still to gain ; 
A fiercer field must yet b^ tried;. 
Hundreds of foes they see have diedi 

But thousands still remain^ 
From the hill summit they behold, 
Tipp'd with the morning's orient godd. 

And swarming o'er the fields 
Full fifty thousand muskets bright* 
Led by ©Id warriors train'd to fig^t. 

And all in conquest skill'd : 
With twice their number doom'd to try 
The unequal war, brave souls ! they cry, 
" Conquer we may , iperh^ps, must die« 

But never, never yield !" 

Thus ardent they ; but who can tell 
In Wellesley's heart what passions swell; 
What cares must agttate hi« mind^ 
What wishes^ doubts and hopes combin*d» 
Whom, witih his country's chosen bands^i ' 
Midst cold allVcs in foreign laiids» 

Owtnutnfb'rihg foes surrotitid : 
From wb^m tha* countty's jeatous calj- ' 
Demands t^e blood> ike fawre of all ; 
Tawhbm 'twere not enough t6 fiiH, 

ynless Vitb vict^^ry crown'd. 
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Oh heart of honour, soul of fire, 
£*ed at that moment fierce and dire 

Thy agony of fame ! 
When Britain's fortune dubious hnng. 
And France, tremendous, swept along 

In tides of blood and flame : 
E'en while thy genius and thy arm 
Retriev'd the day, and turn'd the storm ; 
E'en at that moment, factious spite 
And envious fraud essay'd to blight 

The honours of thy name. 

He thinks not of them ; — from that height 

He views the scene of future fight. 

And, silent and serene, surveys 

Down to the plain where Tajo strays, 

The woods, the stTCHiiiS, the siountain way8> 

Each dell and sylvan hold : 
And all his gallant chiefs around 
Observant vatch, where o'er the ground 

' His eagle glance has roll'd. 
Few words he spoke, or needed they. 
Where to condense the loose array,* 

Or where the line unfold ; 
They saw, they felt, what he would say. 
And the best order of that day • 

It was his eye that told. 
Prophetic to each Chief he shews 
' On wing or centre, where the foes 

Will pour their fury most: 
Points out what portion of the field 
To their advance 'twere good to yield. 

And what must now be lost, 
** Away ! away ! the adverse power 

*' Marshals and moves his host; 
" 'Tis come', 'tis come, the trial hour, 

** Eachto his destin'd |^>08t: 
" And when you chaise, be this your cry, 
*' Britons strike home; and win or die,— 

" The grave or victory I" 
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And it is now a g^^odly sight , 

Ortlreadfel 16 behold. 
The pomp of that app^oachhi^ fti^t. 
Waving ensigns^ i^eononsh ligiit-. 
And gleaming blades and bayonets bright^ 

And eagles wing'd with gold ; 
And warrior- bands of many a hue. 
Scarlet and white, and green and blue^ 
Like rainbows o'er the morning dew. 

Their varied lines unfold; 
While cymbal clang and trumpet strain, . 

The knell of battle toUM ; 
And trampling squadrons beat the plain,^, 
'Till the clouds echo'd back ajraiii. 

As if the thunder roird. 

Soon, soon mu^t vanish that array, . 
Those various colours fade away. 
And ea»le bright and pennon gay,. 

With bloody dust be soil'd; 
Sdon, soon be hush'd in various deaths . 
The cymbal's clang, the trumpet's breath^/ 

And shouts of warriors wild. 
Thousands shall of every force, 
English and French, and foot and horge^,^ 

In mingled carnage pil'd. 
And distant lands shall share the woe^ 
NorTajo's stream alone shall flow; 

With this day's grief detilM.— 
On Severn's banks, and Loire's,. and Rhine's,' 
Full many a victim pines. 
And iDngs the news it dreads to heaf. 

And trembles and desires.— 
Wives for their husbands^ pray and fear,. 
And parents for their children deaf,. 

And children for their sires: 
Long shall they pine, and fear and pray—* - 
Matiy are doom'd to death to-day. 
Whose fate shall ne'er at home be told. 
Whose very names the grave shall fold; > 
Many, for whose return in vain 
The wistful eye of love shall fttraiBL^^ 
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In vain parental fondness sigh. 

And filial sorrow mourn ;— 

On Talavera*s plain they lie, 
No ! never to return ! 



But, tyrant, thou, whose ruthless wile 

It was to sap Ibernia's throne; 
With oaths confiding yoiith beguile. 
Cheat thy sworn ally of his crown. 
Chain him in treacherous dungeon down. 
And Bourbon's hallow'd seat defile 

With a base puppet of thine own :— 
Thou yet shalt feel the vengeance due 

To him who swears but to betray ; 
Who never aids but to undo. 

And only smiles to slay! 
In thy last hour of parting pain. 

The parent's, widow's, orphan's moan. 
The shrieking of the battle plain. 

The murder'd prisoner's midnight groan 
Shall harrow up thy brain; 
Millions by thee untimely slain. 

Thou peopler of the tomb. 
Shall rise upon thy frensied view- 
See D'Enghien leads the shadowy crew. 
And stern and silent 'midst their cries. 
Shakes the curst torches in thine eyes. 

That lighted to his doom 1 

Yet, ere that hour there's vengeance still. 
And Talavera's stubborn hill 

Shall cost thee many a pang 
Of anxious fear and wounded pride.; 
Tho* over half the world beside. 

Thy chains of conquest clang ; 
Tho' empires at thy footstool cower. 
Still Spain and England brave thy power. 
In faith and victory knit, they shroud 
Thy fame^ and with a thunder cloud. 

Thy destiny o'erhang 1 
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Yesr^re that hour there's vengeance still ;--• 
For now towards Talavera's hill 

The Galliq columns haste; 
The same they are, and led by those. 
The scourges of the world's repose, 
Victors of Milan's fair domain. 
Of Austerlitz's wintry plain, 

And Friedland's dreary waste: 
Who Prussia's shiver'd sceptre hurl'd 
Down to the earth, and from the world 

Her very name eras' d ; 
Who boast them, in presumptuous tone. 
Each feat and fortune to have known 
€>fwar, except defeat alone ; 

But now of that to taste ; 
For him, long tried in battle storms, ' 
Him, who in Ind's unequal war 
Scatter'd, like dust, the sable swarm^ 

Of Scindiah and Berar; 
Him, conqueror still where'er he turns. 

Whether on Zealand's frozen reign^ 
Or where the sultry summer burns, 

Vimiera's Lusitanian plain ; 
Who J from his tyrant station shook, 
With grasp of steel, Abrantes' Duke ; 
Who, from old Douro's rescued side, 
Dispersed Dalmatia's upstart pride; 
Him> not Sebastiani's wilJ, 

Nor practis'd Jourdan's veteran fame^ 
■ Nor, Victor, thy portentous name, ^ 
In this day's fight shall foil. 

Valiant, tho' vain ; tho' boastful, wise, 
Ms(rshals.and Dukes, with skilful eyes 

You view. the allied line; 
And w^ll your prudenJt councils weigh.. 
Th' eventful dapper of thfit day. 
Where Wellesley's star's teriffic ray. 

And Britain's. redrcross shine,,. 
And while*they shine, tho' you should foil. 
The Spanish spear, 'twere fruitless tpil— ^ 

Not half a victory I ^ 
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On France's crest you sec; 
Full then on her the torrent cotirsc 
Of battl« drive, and all four fore^. 

Your timversal train 
^ Expend on her, and her a!one; 

Be the whole gathered stortn her owrt. 

Her peri! and her pain ! 
Press her with gro\\nng thousands round. 
Dash th«t red banner to the gronnxl. 

And seal the fate of Spairi ! 

Now from the dark artillery brok« • 
Lightning flash and thunder stroke. 
And volumn'd clouds of fiery sinoke 

Roll in the darkened air; 
Wrapp'd in its shade, unheard, unseen, 
Artful suq^rize and onset keen 

The nimble French prepare : 
On the whole allied line they thro^ 

Their wide extended hostr 
Centre-, and left and right, nor show 

AVhat point they threaten mo«t. 
But WeJlesley, undeceiv'd, the brunt 
Of war expects on Britain's front; 
But strengthens most the vaward ranks 
That hang along the mountain banks; 
For well he judges Gallia still 
Is bent to seize that blood -staini'd bill. 
Strain all her force, exhaust her skill. 

To plant her eagles there ; 
That soon, from that commanding height. 
May speed their devastating flight. 
And sweeping o'er the scattcr'd plain. 
The hopes of England and of Spain 

With iron talon tenj* 

Three columns of the flower of France, 
With rapid step and firm advance. 
At first tly-o' tangled ground^ 
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O'er fenee and dell and deep ravine — 
At len^h they reach the level green. 
The midnight battle's murd'rous scene. 

The valley's eastern bound. 
There in a rapid line they form, 
Thence are just rushing to the storm,— 

By bold Belluno led, 
When sudden thunders shake the vale. 
Day seema as in eclipse to fail, 

The light of heaven is fled: — 
A dusty whirlwind rides the sky, 
A living tempest rushes by 

with deaf'ning clang and tread — 
** A charge, a charge*" the British cry. 

And Seymour at its head ! 

Belluno sees the coming storm. 

And feels the instant need,-^ 
** Break up the line, the column form, 

^< And break and form with speedf 
** Or under Britain's thand'ring arm 

***In rout and ruin bleed !" 
Quick, as the haste of his commands. 

The lengthened lines are gone; 
And broken into nimble bands. 

Across the plain they run; — 
*• Spur, Britain, spur thy foaming horse, 
•* O'ertake them in their scatter'd course, 

** And sweep them from the land T' 
She spurs ! she flies ! in vain, in vain, — 
Already tbey have pass'd the plain. 
And now the broken ground they gain. 

And now9 a column stand! 
** Rein up thy courser, Britain, rein !'* 
But who the tempest can restrain ? 

The mountain flood comman<l ? 
Down the ravine, with hideous crash. 
Headlong the foremost squadrons dash. 
And many a soldier, many a steed, 
Crushed in the dire confusion, bleed « 
The rest^ as ruin fills the trench, 
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Pass clear, and on the columnM French^ 
A broken and tumultuous throngi 
With glorious rashness dash along^» 

Too prodigal of life; 
And had they died, aye eveiy oneb 
But Wellesley criesy *^ On, Ansont o«,-^ ' 
** Langworth, and Albuquerque, and Payn^ 
** Lead Britain, Hanover and Spain » 

** And turn th' vmequal strife!" 

Kow from the plain and every steep 

A thousand thunders peal ; 
Agam the voUied tempests swee^p/ 
And.&ulphVy yapours, dark and deef^. 

The meeting armies veil ; 
The kindling fight at every post 
Blazes, but towards the centre m^st^ 
Whence, hoping on a happier stagft 
The renovated war to wage, 

Frwce n»w *eea;ls the hHlf 
And pours, with a^regated rt^i 

The storm of fire and steel ; 
And when the freshening breeses broke 
A chasm in the volumn^d smoke. 
Busy and black was seen to wave 

' The iren harvest of the field,—. 

That harvest, which in 'slaughter tiH'da, 
Is gathered in the ^rave :— 
Atid now befcM'e their mutual firea 

They yield, and now advatice; 
And now *tis Brittvin that retires^ 

And now the line of France: 
They struggle long with chaiu^ful fate } 

And all the battle's vanons cries. 
Now deprest and now elate. 

In minified <^amours riae; 
Till France at length before the weight 

Of British onaet flie»: 
** Forward," the fiery victors shout, 
" Forward # the enemy to rout, 

** Pursue him and he diet I? 
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Hot and impetuous they pursuM, 

And wild with carnage, drunk with bloodf 

Rushed on the plain below ; 
The wily Frenehman saw and stood — 
Screen'd by the verges of the wood, 

• He turn'd him on the foe. 
The gallant' bands that guard the crown 
Of England^ led the battle down. 

And in their furious mood 
Thrice they essay'd withonset fierce. 
Thrice feird collected France to pierce- 
Still France collected stood : 
While fuU on each uncovered flunk, 
Cannon and mortlir swept their rank, 
And many a generous Briton sank 

Before the dreadful blaze ; 
Yet 'midst that dreadful blaze and din 

The fearless shout they raise. 
And ever, as their numbers thin. 
Fresh spirits to the post rush in. 

Of peril and of prtnse. 
And still as with a blacker shade 

Fortune obscures the day, 
-Commingled thro' the fight they wade. 
And hand to hand, and blade to blade. 
Their blind and furious efforts braid. 
As if, still dark anddisarray'd. 

They fought the midnight fray* 

In vain, new hopes and fresher force 
Inspirit France, and urge her cuurs^, 
A torrent rapid, wild and hoarse, 

On Britain's wavering train. 
As when before the wintry skies 
The struggling forests sink and rise. 

And rise and sink again. 
While the «gftle scatters, as it flies. 

Their ruins o'er the plain ; 
Before the tempest of her foes 
So England sank, and England rose, 

Tho' rooted in the vule. 
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Then, Wellesley, on thy tortured thought 

What honest anguish crost ! . . 

Oh ! how thy generous bosom burned. 
To see, e'en by a glorious fault. 
The flowing tide of victory turo'd. 

And Spain and England lost!**- 
Lost, but that as the peril great, 
And rising on the storms of fate. 

His rapid genius soars : 
Sees, at a glance, his whole resource, . 
Drains from each stronger point its force^ 

And on the weaker pours; 
Present where'er his soldiers bleed. 

He rushes thro' the fray ; 
A nd, so dangerous chances need. 
In high em prize and desperate deed. 

Squanders himself away i 

Now from the summit, at his call, 

A gallant legion, firm and slow, 
Advances on victorious Gaul« 
Undaunted, tho' their comrades fall ! 

Unshaken, tho* their leader's low ! 
Fix'd — as the high and buttress'd mound. 
That guards some leagur'd city round. 
They stand unmov'd ; behind them form 
The flying fragments of the storm ; 
While on their sheltering front, amain 
France drives, with all her thund'ring train. 

Her full career of death : 
But drives in vain — for, unin^press'd. 
The arm of havoc they arrest, 
And from the foe's exulting crest 

Tear down the laurel wreath ; 
.Nor does the gallant foe resign 

A tame inglorious prize; 
Long, long on Britain's rallied line. 

The deadly fire he plies; 
Long, long where Britain's banners shine, 

He vainly toils and dies ! — 
Ne'er to a battlers iiercer groau 
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Did mountaiii «chocft rotr^ 
Nor ever evening bluBh upon 

A redder field of gore. ' 
But feebler now, and feebler stilt 
The panting French assail the hill, 
And weaker srows their cannon's roar. 
And thinner tails their musket shower. 

Fainter their clanging steel ; 
They shout, they charge, they stand no more, 
And staggering in the slippery gore^ 

Their very leaders reeU 



But shooting high and rolling far, 
What new and horrid face of war 

Now flushes on the sight? 
'Tis France, as furious she retires. 
That wrecks in desolating fires. 

The vengeance of her flight. 
The flames the grassy vale o'er-run. 
Already parchM by summer's sun; 
And sweeping turbid down the breeze* 
In clouds the arid thicket seize. 
And climb the dry and withered trees 

In flashes long and bright. 
Oh ! 'twab a scene sublime and dire> 
To see that billowy sea of fire. 
Rolling its fierce and flaky flood, 
0*er cultured fields and tangled wood^ 
And drowning in the flaming tide. 
Autumn's hope and summer's pride* • 
From Talavera's wall and tower. 

And froin the mountam's height. 
Where they had stood for many a hour 

To view the varying fight. 
Burghers and peasants in amaze 
Behold their groves and rineyards blaze 5 
Trembling they view'd the bloody fray. 
But little thought, ere close of day. 
That England's sigh ajid France's groan 
Should, be re-echo d by their own! 
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But ah ! far otker ciiet tbaii these 
Are wafted on tbe dismal breeze-^ 
GroauSy — not the wounded' s lingering groans^ 
Shrieks, — not the shriek of death alooe-^ 
But groan, and shriek, and henid yell 
. Of terror, torture and despair; 
Such as tVould freeze the tongue to tellf 

And chill the heart to hear. 
When to the very field of fight. 
Dreadful alike in sound and sight. 

The conflagration spread ; 
Involving in its fiery wave. 
The brave and reliques of the brave-^ 

The dying and the dead ! 
^nd now again the evening sheds 

Her dewy veil on Tajo's side^ 
And from, the Sierra's reeky heads, 

The giant shadows stride : 
And all is dim and dark again — 
Save here and there upon the plain^ 

As if from funeral pyres. 
Casting a dull and flickering lirht 
Across the umber'd face of night, 

Still flash the baleful fires. 
But since the close of yester^e'en. 
How alter' d is the martial scene : 
Again, in night's surrounding veil, 

France moves her busy bands, but nmn - 
She comes not, venturous, to assail 
The victors in their guarded vale. 

Or on the mountain's brow. 
jNo! baffled and dishearten'd, o'er 
Alberche's stream and from his shore 

With silent haste she speeds, 
Kor dares, e'en at^that midnight hour. 

To take the rest she needs ; 
Far from the tents where late she lay. 
Far from the field where late she fought^ 
Wkh rapid step and humble Ihought, 

All night she holds her way : 
Leaving to Britain's conquering sons. 
Standards rent and ponderous guns. 
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The trophieft <rf the fray ! 
The weak, the wounded, and the slaia— * 
.,The triam];ih of the battle plain^-^ 
The glory of the day! 

I would not hash the tender sigh> 

1 would not check the pious tear, 
That heaves the heart and dims the eye, 

When honor'd friend and kinsman dear^ 

E'en upon victory's proudest bier, 
Loved, lost, lamented, lie ! 
But I would say, for those that die 

In honour's high career, 
For those in glory's grave who 8lee|), 
Weep fondly, but exulting, weep ! 
The fairest wreath that fame combin'd,. 
Is ever with the' cypress twin'd; 
And fresher fromth' untimely tomb 
Renown's eternal laurels bloom ; 
Fickle is fortune and as sure 

Must be in death enshrin'd ! 
I too have known what 'tis to part 
With the tirst inmate' of my heart; 
To feel the bonds of nature riv*n. 

To witness o'er the glowing morn I 
The spring of youth, the fire of heaveaj 

The grave's deep shadows dawn ! 
He slept not on the battle plain 

The slumber of the brave- 
Worn with disease, and rack'd with pain. 

Far o'er 'th Atlantic wave 
He sought eluding health in vain-r^ 
Health never let his eye again. 

He tills a foreign grave! 
Oh, had he lived, his hand to«rday 

Had woven for the victor's brotr 
Such chaplet as the Enthusias^t lay 

. Of genius may bestow; 
Or, since 'twas Heaven's severer doom 
To call him to an early tomb. 
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Would, Wellesley, would that he had died 
Beneath thine eye and at thy side! 
It would have lightened sorrow's load. 
Had thy applause on him beetow'd 

The fame he lov'd in thee; 
And rear'd his gallant head beside 
Those of the gallant hearts who died. 
Their kinsmen's, friends' and country's pride^ 

In Talavera's victory ! 



YE MARINERS OF ENGLAND. 

CAMPBEUC*. 



YE mariners of England, 

Who guard our native seas. 
Whose flag has brav'd, a thousand year?. 

The battle and the breeze : 
Your glorious standard launch again. 

To match another foe ; 
^nd sweep through the deep. 

While the stormy tempests blow 5 
while the battle rages loud and long. 

And the stormy tempests blow. 

The spirits of your fathers 

Shall start from every grave ! 
For the deck it was their field of fame, , 

And Ocean wris their grave : 
Where Blake and mighty Nelson fell. 

Your manly hearts shall glow ; 
As ye sweep through the deep. 

While the stormy tempests blow ; 
While the battle rages loud and long, 

And the stormy tempests blow. 
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Britannia needs no bulwark. 

No powers along the steep ; 
Her march is on the mountain wave^ 

Her home is on the deep. 
With thunders from her native oak. 

She quells the flood below ». 
As they roar on the shore, 

Wheo the stormy tempests blow; 
When the battle rages loud and long# 

And the stormy tempests blow. 

The meteor flag of England 

Shall yet terriBc burn ; 
Till danger's troubled night depart^. 

And the star of peace return* 
Then, then^ ye ocean warriors ! 

Our song and feast shnli flow. 
To the &me of your name, 

'When the storm has oeass*d to blow ; : 
When the fiery fight is heard no more, 

And the storm has ceas'd to blow. . 



HOHENLINDEN. 

CAMPBELL* 



ON Linden, when the sun was low, . 
All bloodless lay th* untrodden snow i 
And dark as winter was the flow 
Of Iser, rolling rapidly ! 

But Linden saw another sight. 
When the drum beat at dead of nighty 
Commanding fires. of death to light 
The darkness of her scenery • '. 
c3 
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By torch and trumpet fast array 'd. 
Each horseman drew his battle blade^ 
Andy furious, every charger neigh'd 
To join the dreadful revelry ! 

Then shook the hills, with thunder riv'n ; 
Then rush'd the steed to battle driv'n ; 
And louder than the bolts of heaven^ 
' Far flashed the red artillery I 

But redder yet. that light shall glow. 
On Linden*s hills of stained «now ; 
And bloodier yet the torrent flow 
Of Iser, rolling rapidly. 

*Tis morn ; but scarce yon level sun 
Can pierce the war-clouds, rolling duh. 
Where furious Frank and fiery Hun 
Shout in their sulph'rous canopy * 

The combat deepens.— .On, ye brave! 
Who rush to glory, or the grave ! 
Wave, Munich, all thy banners wave! 
And charge with all thy chivalry ! 

Few, few, shall part where many meet I 
The snow shall be their winding sheets 
And every turf beneath their feet. 
Shall be a soldier's sepulchre !. 
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THE BATTLE OF THE BALTIC. 

CAMPBELL. 



OF Nelson and the North, 

Sing the glorious day's renown^ 
When to battle fierce came forth 

All the might of Denmark's crown ; 
And her arms along the deep proudly shone,. 
By each gun the lighted brand. 
In bold determined hand ; 
And the Prince of all the land 
Led them on.— - 

Like Leviathsms, afloat. 

Lay their bulwarks on the brine; 
While the sign of battle flew 
On the lofty British line. 
It was Ten of April morn by the chime^ 
As they drifted on their path. 
There was silence deep as death; 
And the boldest held his. breath 
For a time.— 

But the might of England flushed 

To anticipate the scene ; 
And her van the fleeter rush*d 

Q^ar the deadjy space between; ^ . 
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** Hearts of oak 1" our Captain cried ; ^htu 
each gun. 
From its adamantine lips^ 
Spread a death^shade round the ships, 
Like the hurricane eclipse 

Of the $un«-r- 

Again! again! again! 

And the havoc did not slack I, 
Till a feeble cheer the Dane 

To our cheering sent us back : 
Their shots along the deep slowly boosa, — 
TThen ceas'd; — and all is waii. 
As they strike the shattered sail ; 
Or in conflagration pale. 
Light the gloom*— 

Out spoke the victor then. 

As he hailed them o^er th« wave; 
«* Ye are brothers I Ye are men \ 

*< And we conquer but to save ;— 
** So peace instead of death let us bring : 
** But yieldt proud foe, thy fleet, 
** With the crews, at £ngland*s feet, 
** And make submission meet 
" To our King.''— . 

Then Denmark blessM our Chief* 

That he gave her wounds repose ; 
And the sounds of joy and grief, 
From her people wildly rose* 
As death withdrew his shades from the day. 
White the sun lookM smiling bright> 
O'er a veiKd and woefill sif^ht^ 
Where the fires of fuil'ral light 
Died away.-^ 

Now joy. Old England, rai««> 

For the tidings of thy might 1^'. 
By the festal cities' blaze. 

While the wiaeH^up shm^s in light; 
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And yet amidst that joy and uproari 
Let us think of them tnat sleep. 
Full many a fathom deep. 
By thy wUd and stormy steep, 

Elsiuore.— 

Brave hearts ! to Britain's pride. 

Once so fatal and so true ; 
On the deck of fame that died. 

With the gallant, good Riou :* 
Soft sighs the winds of heav'n o'er their grave! 
While the billow mournful rolls, . 
And the mermaid's «ong condoles, 
Singing glory to the souls 
Of the brave. — 

* Captain Riou, justly entitled the gallant and the good^ by 
Lord Nelson, when he wrote home his dispatches. 



Bruce" s Address to his Army at the 
BATTLE OF BANNOCK-BURN, 

BURNS, 



SCOTS ! wha hae wi' Wallace bled; 
Scots ! wham Bruce has aften led; 
Welcome to your gory bed, 
Or to glorious victorie I 

Now's the day, and now's the hour; 
See the front o* battle lower; 
See approach proud Edward's power-* 
Edward ! chains and slaverie ! 

Wha will be a traitor knave ? 
Wha can fill a coward's grave? 
Wha sae base as be a slave ? 

Traitor! coward ! turn and flee I 

W^ha for Scotland's king and law 
Freedom's sword will strongly draw. 
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Free-man stand, or free-man fa% 
Caledonian ! on wi* me ! 

By oppression's Tiroes and pains ! 
By your sons in serrile chains! 
We will drain our dearest veins, 
But they ^hall be — shall be free I 

Lay the proud usurpers low ! 
Tyrants foil in every foe ! 
Liberty's in every blow ! 
Forward ! let us do, or die ! 



BATTLE Of ALEXANDIHA- 

MONTGOMERT, 



JHARP of MemnoD ! sweetly strung 
To the music of the sphere.; 

IVhile the Hero's dirge is sung. 
Breathe enchantment to -our ears. 

As the sun's descending beams, 
Glancing o'er the feeling wire, 

Kindle every chord that gleam% 
Like a ray of heavenly tire. 

Let thy numbers, soft and slow. 

O'er the plains with carnage spread^ 

Sooth the dying, while they flow 
To the memory of the d^ad. 

Bright as Venus newly born. 
Blushing at her maiden charms; 

Fresh from ocean rose the morn. 
When the trumpet blew to arms* 

O that time had stay'd his flight, 
Erethat morning left the main ! 

Fatal as th' Egyptian night. 

When the eldest born were slain 



Digitized 



by Google 



Lash'd to madness by the wind. 

As the Red Sea surges roar. 
Leave a gloomy gulph behind. 

And devour the shrinking shore. 

Thus, with over-whelming pride, 
Gallia's brightest, boldest boast. 

In a deep and dreadful tide, 
Roird upon the British host. 

Dauntless these their station held. 
Though, with unextinguishM ire, 

GalHa*8 legions, thrice repellM, 

Thrice return' d through blood and fire. 

Thus above the stornrs of time. 
Towering to the sacred spheres. 

Stand the pyramids sublime,-— 
Rocks amid the flood of years ! 

Now the veteran chief drew nigh ; 

Conquest cowering on his crest. 
Valour beaming from his eye, 

Pity bleeding in his breast. 

Britain saw him thus advance. 
In her guardian angel's form; 

But he lower'd on hostile France 
Like the D^mon of the storm. 

On the whirlwind of the war, 

High he rode in vengeance dire ; 

To his friends a leading star, — 
To his foes consuming fire. 

Then the mighty pour'd their breath. 
Slaughter feasted on the brave ; 

*Twas the carnival of death ! 
'Twas the vintage of the grave ! 

Charg'd with Abercrombie's doom. 
Lightening wing'd a cruel ball ; 

*Twas the herald of the tomb. 
And the hero felt the call. 



Digitized 



by Google 



S4 POETICAL SELECTIONS. 

Felt — and raisM his arm on high ; 

Victory well the signal knew* 
Darted from his a\^ful eye. 

And the force of France overthrew* 

But the horrors of that fight. 
Were the weeping Muse to tell, 

O *twould cleave the womb of nigh^ 
And awake the dead that fell ! 

Cashed with honourable scars, 
Low in glory's lap they lie ; 

Though they fell, they fell like stars. 
Streaming splendour through the sky* 

Yet shall memory mourn that day, 
M'hen with expectation pale 

Of her soldier far away, 
The poor widow hears the tale. 

In imagination wild, 

She shall wander o'er this plain; 
Rave, — and bid her orphan child 

Seek his sire among the slain* 

Gently, from the western deep, 

O ye evening breezes r.se ! 
O'er the lyre of Memnon sweep, 

Wake its spirit with your sighs* 

IJ»rp of Memnon ! sweetly strung 
To the music of the spheres; 

While the hero's dirge is sung, 
Breathe enchantment to our ears. 

Let thy numbers soft and slow 

O'er the phiin with carnage spread. 

Soothe the dying, while they flow 
To the memory of the dead. 

None but solemn, tender tones, 
Tremble from thy plaintive wires ; 

Hark ! — the wounded warrior groans ! 
Hush thy warbling I — he expires. 
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• Hush ! — ^while $orro^ wakes Had weeps i 
O'tr his relicks cdM aad pale. 
Night her silent vigil keep*. 
In a mournful moonlight veiU 

Harp of Memnon I from afdr, 

£re the lark salute the sky^ : 
Watch the rising of the star 

That proclaims the morning nigh. 

.Soon the Sun's ascending rays. 

In a flood of hallowed fire, 
O'er thy kindling chords shall bla.ate^ 

And thy magic soul inspire. 

Then thy tones triunlphdnt poui'. 
Let them pierce the hero's grave; 

Life's tumultuous battle o'er, 

O how sweetly sleep the brave ! . 

From the du^t their laurels bloom. 
High they sho6t» and flburtsh freel 

Glory's temple is the tomb ! 
Death is immortality ! 



LINES, 



Written b^ore Flushing jhe night pMious to the 
Bombardment. 

ANONYMOUS. 



SLOW from the bosom of the silent deep, * 
The moon emerging cast her liquid light; 

Stretch'd on the sward, the weary soldiers sleep. 
Recruiting nature 'gainst the morning fight. 

Majestic, o'er the level of the main,* 

Close to the fort Britannia's bulwarks rise ; 

Hush'd are the clamours of the fearless train. 
Whose loud huzza but lately rent the skies. 

D 
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Led, Cynthia, by thy silver beam, I trace 
The signs of warfare on the sylvan scene ; 

I gaze, in sorrow, on thy lacid face. 
And, daring, ask of heaven. Why this has been? 

Say, what is honoar ? — Tell me, what is fame ? 

A glittering bubble, borne upon the flood ! 
Shall man, to gain a transitory name. 

Sully the green turf with a brother^s blood ! 

Who wars but for a name, no better cause 
Conjoined, is driven by destructive pride • 

Humanity denies him her applause, 

When glory's ensign is with slaughter dy*d ! 

Coote, 'twas thy country bade thee lead thy band. 
To snatch this island from a tyrant's sway ; 

Thy en einies confess a father's hand. 
And mercy well deserves the poet's lay. 

But ah ! tho* Coote atid mercy gave the word. 
Still ruthless war low'rs on 'th affrighted ball; 

Pity, with tears, beholds the hostile sword. 

And mourns the victims who are doom'd to fall. 

Now all is still and peaceable around. 
And carnage ceases till the night is o'er; 

W^hen the hoarse cannon, with appalling sound. 
Shall bid the active warrior " Sleep no more." 

To-morrow's sun shall view in dread array. 

Numbers of Britain's children, generous, brave, 

W^ho, ere it sink Heneath the Western sea, 
W^ill end their hope of glory in the grave! 

Perhaps upon this spot may virtue fall ; 

True love may here resign in pangs its breath ; 
The child's, the wife's, the parent's little all 

May sink for ever in the shades of death : 

And, hark ! I hear the widow's plaintive cry, 
W^afted upon the night breeze, from afar; 

I see the tear drop trembling in her eye — 
I view her anguish, and 1 curse tliee — war! 
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THE FIELD OP BATTLE* 

PENROSE, 



FAINTLY bray'd the battlers roar^ 
Distant down the hollow wind ; 

Panting Tenor fled before, 

Wounds and death were left behind* 

The war-fiend curs'd the sunken day. 
That check'd his fierce pursuit too soon; 

While scarcely lighted to the prey. 

Low hung, and lower'd the bloody moon* 

The fiejd, b& late the hero's pride. 
Was now with various carnage spread. 

And floated with a crimson tide 

That drench'd the dying and the dead* 

O'er the sad scene of dreariest view. 

Abandoned all to horrors wild. 
With frantic step Maria flew, 

Maria, sorrow's early child ! 

By duty led, for every vein 

Was warm'd by Hymen's purest flame # 
With Edgar o'er the wintry main. 

She, lovely, faithful wanderer, came. 
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For well she thought a friend so dear. 
In darkest hours might joy impart ; 

Her warrior, faint wfitn toil, might cheer. 
Or sooth herrbleedin^ warrior's smart. 

Though loolfc'd % Jpng^in chill affright, 
Th^ torrent, bursting from her e^e* 

She heard the sagpal for the fight/ 
Wmleher soul trembled in a sigh. 

' She heard and clasp'd hipn to her breast, 
, Yet scarce could urge th' inglorious stay | 

His manly heart the charm confest ; 

Then broke the charm and rush'd away. 

Too^sppn, in few but deadly -words. 

Some flying straggler breath'd to tell,— 

That in the foremost strife of swords. 
The young, the gaJlgint Edgar fell. 

She prest to hear,— she caught the tale — 
A^ every s<jiund her blood congeard; 

With f error bold, with terror pale. 
She sj^ung to search the fatal field. 

O'er the sad^cene in dire amaze . 

She went, with courage not her o^n ; 
On many a corpse ^he ca§t her ga?;e. 

Arid turp'd her ear to many .a gif9afi. 

Drear, angui^ urg^d.her tQ,pre^| 
. I^ull many a hand,, as wild she mqurn*d ; 
Of 'comfort glad, the drear caress s 
Tlje damjp, cjbill, dying bsfnd returnM. 

Her ghastly hope T^as well nigh fled, 

"When late pale fidgar's form she found. 

Half buVied with the hostile dead. 
And bor'd with many a grisly wound. 

She knew — she sunk — the night-bird scream'd. 
The moon withdrew her troubled light, 

And left the fair, though falPn she seem'd — 
To worse than death — and deepest night. 
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PALESTINE. 

HEBER^ 



JXEFT of thy sons, amid thy foes forlorn. 
Mourn, widow'd queen, forgotten Sion, mourn! 
Is this thy place, sad City, this thy throne. 
Where the wild desert rears its craggy stone? 
While suns utiblest their angry lustre fling. 
And way-worn pilgrims seek the scanty spring? 
Wh^re now thy pomp, which kings with envy wiew'd ?: 
Where now thy miglit, which all those kings ijubdu'd? 
No martial myriads muster in thy gate; 
No suppliiint nations in thy Temple wait; 
No prophet bards thy glittering courts among. 
Wake the full lyre, arid sw«ll the tide of song:: 
But lawless Force, and meagre Want is there. 
And the quick-darting eye of restless Fear; 
While cold Oblivion, 'mid thy ruins laid, 
Eoldsi his dank wing beneath the ivy shade,. ] 

n 3 ^ 
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Ye guardian Saints ! ye wart'ior sons of heaven, (l) 
To whose high care Judaea^s slate wiis given ! 
O wont of old y^urjiightly watch to keep, 
A host of gods, on Sion's,towery steep! 
If e'er your secret footsteps linger still 
By Siloa's fount, or Tabor's echoing hill. 
If e'er j^oi glories dwell. 

And mour you lov'd jso well ; 

(For oft, 1 I's palmy vale, 

Mysteriou le midnight gale. 

And, bles lat Hermon cheer. 

Melt in s( pilgrim's ear;) 

Forgive, 1 leme so high 

Mock the ts^l minstrelsy ! — 

Yet might your aid this anxious breast inspire 
With Qne faint sparjc of MUtpn's seraph fire ; 
Then shoi^ldmy Muse ascend with bolder iiight. 
And weave her eagle plumes exulting in the light, 

O happy once in heaven's peculiar love. 
Delight of men below, and saints above ! 
Though, Salem, now the spoiler's ruffian hand 
Has loos'd Ins hell-hpnnds o'er thy wasted land ; 
Though weak, and whelm'd beneath the storms of 

"Fate, . , 

Thy house is left unto thee desolate ; 
Though thy proud stones in cumb'rous ruin fall. 
And seas of sand o'ertop thy mould' ring wall; 
Yet shall the Muse to I ancy's ardent view. 
Each shiidowy trace of faded pomp renew : 
And as the Seer (2) on Pisgah's topmast brow, 
"With glist'ning eye beheld the plain below ; 
With prescient ardour drank the scented gale. 
And bade the op'ning glades of Canaan hail : 
Her eagle-eye shall scan the prospect wide. 
From Carmel's cliffs to Almotana's tide ; (3) 



()) AothtHnties for these celestial warriors maybe found Josh. 
V. 13. — 2 Kings vi. 2.-3 Mace. y. 3. — Ibidxi. &c. 

(2) Moses. 

(3} Almotana is the oriental name for the Dead Sea, as Arde- 
Ai is for Jordan. 
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The flinty wa8t^, the cedar-tufted hill. 

The liquidhealth of smooth Ardeni's rill ; 

The grot, whereby the watch-fire's ev'ning blaze, (4) 

The robber riots, or the hermit prays ; 

Or where the tempest rives the hoary stone. 

The wint'ry top of giaut Lebanon, 

Fierce, hardy, proud, in conscious freedom bold. 
These stormy seats the warrior Druses hold-; (5) 
From Norman blood their lofty line they trace. 
Their lion courage proves their generous race. 
They, only they, while all around them kneel 
In sullen homage to the Thracian steel, 
Teach their pale despot's waning moon to fear 
The patiriot terrors of the mountain spear. 

Yes, valorous chiefs, while yet your sabres shine. 
The pative guard of feeble Palestine ; 
ever thus, by no vain boast disuiay*d. 
Defend the birth-right of the cedar shade! 
Whattho' no more for you the obedient gale 
Swells the white bosom of the Tyrian sail ; 
Though now no more your ^litt'ring marts unfold 
Sidonian dyes, and Lusitanian gold ; (6) 
Though not for you ihe pale and sickly slave 
Forgets the light in Ophir's wealthy cave ; 
Yetyour'sthe lot, in proud contentment blest. 
Where chearful labour leads to tranquil rest. 
No robber rage the ripening harvest knows ; 
And unrestrain'd the generous vintage flows : 
Nor less your sons to manliest deeds aspire. 
And Asia's mountains glow with Spartan fire. 

So when, deep sinking in the rosy main^ 
The western sun forsakes the Syrian plain ; 



(4) The mountains of Palestine are full of caverns, which are 
generally occupied in one or other of the methodi here men- 
tioned. 

(5) The untameahle spirit, feudal customs, and affection for 
Europeans, which distinguish this extraordinary race^ who 
hoast themselves to he a remeant of the Crusaders, are well des- 
cribed in Payees. 

(6) The gold of the Tyrians chiefly came from Portugal, which 
was probably thdr Tarehi&h. 
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His watery rays refracted lustre shed. 

And pour their latest light on Carmers head. 

Yet shines your praise amid surrounding gloomy 
As the lone lamp that trembles in the tomb ; 
For, few the souls that spurn a tyrant's chain. 
And small the bounds of Freedom's scanty reigu* 
As the poor outcast on the cheerless wild, (7) 
Arabia's parent,, clasp'd her fainting child, 
And wander'd near the roof, no more her home,. 
Forbid to linger, yet afraid to roam. 
My sorrowing fancy quits the happier height. 
And southward throws her half-averted sight ; 
For sad the scenes Judea's plains disclose, 
A dreary waste of undistinguish'd woes : 
See war untir'd his crimson pinions spread. 
And foul revenge that tramples on the dead ! 
Lo where from far the guarded fountains shine, (8) 
Thy tents, Nebaioth, rise, and, Kedar, thine ! 
*Tis your's the boast to murk the stranger's way,. 
And spur your headlong chargers on the prey ; 
Or rouse your nightly numbers from afar. 
And on the hamlet pour the waste of war ; 
Nor spare the hoary head, nor bid your eye 
Revere the sacred smile of infamy.. 
Such now the clans whole fiery coursers feed 
Where waves on Kibhon's bank the whisp'ring reed » 
And their'sthe soil, where curling to the skies. 
Smokes on Gerizim's Mount Samaria's sacrifice. (9) 
While Israel's sons, by scorpion curses driv'n. 
Outcasts of earth, and reprobates of heaven. 
Through the wide world in friendless exile stray,, 
Remorsb and shame sole comrades of their way. 
With dumb despair their country's wrongs behold. 
And, dead to glory, only burn for gold. 

O Thou, their Guide, their Father, and their Lord, 
Lpv'd for thy mercies,— -for thy power ador'd ! 

(7) Hagar. 

(s) The Mratei'ins^ places are generally beset with Arabs, who 
exact toll from all comei's. 

(9) A miserable remuaot of Saipai'itaawoi'Bbip> still existe^oa. 
Sloant Gerizim. 
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If at thy name tjie waves forgot their forcc^ 
And refluent Jordan sought his trembling source; 
If at thy name like sheep the mo.untains^ed. 
And haughty Sirjon bow'd his marble hqad ; 
To Israers woes a pitying ear incline. 
And raise frqqa earth thy long-neglected vine! 
Her rifled fruits behold the heathen bear. 
And wild-wood boars her mangled clusters tear. 
Was it for this she stretch'd her peopled reign 
From far Euphrates to the Western n^i^in ? 
For this o*er many a hjll her boughs she threw, 
AndTier wide arms like goodly cedars grew ? 
For this proud Edom slept beneath her shade. 
And o'er th' Arabian deep her branches p}Ay\d ? 

O feeble boast of transitory power 1 
Vain fruitless trust of Judith's happier ho^r ! 
Not such their hope, when thro' the parted mtSiia 
The cloudy wonder led the warrior train : 
Not such their hope, wh^n thro' the fields of night 
The torch of heaven diff^us'd its friendly light ; 
Npt when fierce conquest urg'd the onward wax, 
And hurl'd fierce Canaan from his iron car; 
Nor i^henfive monarcbs led.tjO Gibeon's fight. 
In riide array, the harness'd Amorite ; 
Yes — in that hour, by mortal accents stay'd. 
The lingering sun his fiery wheels delay 'd ; 
The moon,^ ohedjent, trembled at the sound, 
Curb'd her pale car, and check'd her mazy round* 

Let Sinai tell, for she beheld his might. 
And God's own darkness veil'd her mystic height: 
(He cherub-born, upon the whirlwind rode. 
And the red mountain like a furnace glow'd:) 
Let Sinai tell — but who shall dare recite 
His praise, his power, eternal, infinite? 
Awe struck, I cease ; — nor bid my strains aspire. 
Or serve his altar with unhallow'd fire. 

Such were the cares thatwatch'd o'er Israel's fate. 
And such the glories of thf ir infant state.-— 
Triumphi^nt race-^-and dicryour power decay? 
Fail'd the bright proi^use of your early day ? 
No : — by that sword, which red with heathen gore, 
A giant spoil the stripling champion bore ; — 
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By him, the chief to furthest India known, (I) 

The mighty master of the ivory throne; 

In heaven*s own strength, high towVing o'er her foes. 

Victorious Salem's lion-banner rose : 

Before her footstool prostrate nations lay, 

And vassal tyrants crouch'd beneath her sway* 

— And he, the warrior sage, whose restless mind 

Thro' nature's mazes wander'd unconfin'd ; 

Who every bird and beast, and insect knew. 

And speak of ev'ry plant that quaffs the dew ; 

To him were known, — so Hagar's offspring tell — 

The powerful sigil and the starry spell; 

The midnight call hell's shadowy legions dread. 

And sounds that burst the slumbers of the dead. 

Hence all his might; for, who could these oppose? 

And Tadmor thus, and Syrian Balbec rose. (2) 

Yet e'en the works of toiling Genii fall, . 

And vain was Estakhar's enchanted walk 

In frantic converse with the mournful wind, (3) 

There oft the houseless Santo n rests reel in' d ; 

Strange shapes he views, and drinks with woud'ring 

ears 
The voices of the dead, and songs of other years. 

Such the faint echo of departed praise. 
Still sound Arabia's legendary lays ; 
And thus their fabling bards delight to tell 
How lovely were thy tents, O Israel > 
To thee his ivory load Behemoth bore. 
And far Sofala teem'd with golden ore ; (4) 
Thine all the arts that wait on wealth's increase. 
Or bask and wanton in the beam of peace* 

(1) Solomon. Ophir is by most geographers placed in the 
Aurea Chersonesus. 

(2) Palmyra, "Tadmor in tbe desert" ww really built by 
Solomon, 1 Kings ix.— II. Chron. viii. And universal tradition . 
marks bim out with great probability as the' founder of Balbec. 
Estakbar is also attributed to bim by ibe Arabs. 

(3) The SsntoDs are real or affected madmen, pretending to 
extraordinary sanctity, who wander about the country, steeping 
in caves or old ruins. 

(4) An African port, to the South of Babcl-mandel, cele* 
brated for gold mines'. 
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When Tyber slept beneath the cypre8» gloom 9 

And Silence he)d the lonely woods of Rome, 

Or e'er to Greece the builder's skill was known^ 

Or the light chissel brush'd the Parian stone ; 

Yet e'er fair Science nurs'd her infant fire, 

Fann'd by the artist aid of friendly Tyre: 

Then tower'd the palace, then in awful state 

Tiie temple rearM its everlasting gate. 

No workman steel, no ponderous axes rung ; 

Like some tall palm the noiseless fabric sprung. 

Majestic silence I — then the harp awoke. 

The cymbal clang'd, the deep-voic'd trumpet spoke ; 

And Salem spread her suppliant arms abroad, 

Yiew'd the descending flame, alid bless'd the present 

God. 
Nor shrunk she then, when, raging deep and loud. 
Beat o'er her soul the billows of the proud. (5) 
E'en they who dragg'd to Shinar's fiery sand, 
Tiird with reluctant strength the stranger's land; 
"Who sadly told the slow revolving years. 
And steep'd the captive's bitter bread with tears; 
Yet oft their hearts with kindling hopes would burn. 
Their destin'd triumph's and their glad return : 
And their sad lyres, which, silent and unstrung. 
In mournful ranks on Babel's willows hung. 
Would oft awake to chaunt their future fame. 
And from the skies their liuge-ing Saviour claim. 
His promis'd aid could t very fear controul ; 
This nerv'd the warrior's arm, this steel'd the 

martyr's soul ! 
Kbrvain their hope;— -bright beaming through the 

sky. 
Burst in full blaze the day-spring from on high; 
Earth's utmost isles exulted at the sight. 
And crowding nations drank the orient light. 
Lo, star-led chiefs Assyrian odours bring, 
And bending Magi seek their infant kin^j^ I 
Mark'd ye, where, hovering o'er his radiant head. 
The Dove's white wings celestial glory shed? 

(5) Psalms cxxiv. 4. 
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Daughtet* of IS*6n ! virgin qtieen! rejoice! 

Clap the glad hdnd, and lift the exulting voice ! 

He comes, — ^bnt not in regal splendor drest. 

The hjnighty diadem, the Syrian vest; 

Not arm'd in flame, all glorious from afar. 

Of hosts the chieftain, and the lord of war ; 

Messiah comes : — let furious discord cease ; 

Be peace on earth before the Prince of Peace f 

Disease and anguish feel his blest controul, 

And howling fiends release the tortur'd soul ; 

The beams of gladness helVs dark caves illume, 

And mercy broods above the dijstant gloom. 

Thou peflsied earth, with noonday-night o'er spread 1 

Thou sickening sun so dark, so deep, so red! 

Ye hovering ghosts that throng the starless air. 
Why shakes the earth ? Why fades the light ? declare! 

Are those his limbs with ruthless scourges torn ? 

His brows all bleeding with the twisted thorn ? 

His the pale form, the meek, forgiving eye 
Rais'd from the cross in patient agony ? 
—Be dark, thou sun ! thou noonday-night, arise! 
And hide. Oh hide the dreadful sacrifice ! 

Ye faithful few, by bold affection led, 
AVho round the Saviour's cross your sorrows shed. 
Not for his sake your tearful vigils keep ; — 
Weep for your country, for your children weep ! (6) 
— Vengeance ! thy fiery wing their race pursu'd ; 
Thy thirsty poniard blush'd with infant blood. 
Rous'd at thy call, and panting still for game, ' 
The bird of war, the Latian eagle came. 
Then Judtih rag'd, by ruffian discord led. 
Drunk with the steamy carnage of the dead : 
He paw his sons by dubiiJus slaughter fall, 
And war without, and death within the wall, 
Wid^-wasting plague, gaunt famine, mad despair, ^ 
And dire debate, and clam'rous strife was there : 
Love, strong as death, retain'd his might no more» 
And the pale parent drank her children's gore. 
Yet they, who wont to roam th' ensanguin'd plain, 
And spurn with fell delight their kindred slain ; 

(6) Lukexxiii. 27. !28. 
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JB^en they, when hieh above the dusty fight. 
Their burning temj^e rose in lurid light. 
To their lov'd altars paid a parting groan. 
And in their country's woes forgot tneir own. 
As 'mid the cedar courts and gates of gold. 
The trampled ranks in miry carnage roU'd ; 
To save their temple ev'ry hand essay'd. 
And with cold fingers ^rasp'd the feeble blade : 
Through their torn veins reviving fury ran. 
And life's last anger warm'd the dying man. 

But heavier far the fetter'd captive's doom ! 
To glut with sighs the iron ear of Rome; 
To swell, slow pacing by the cHr's tall side. 
The stoic tyrant's philosophic pride ; 
To flesh the lion's ravenous jaws, or feel 
The sportive fury of the fencer's steel ; 
Or pant, deep-plung'd, beneath the sultry mine. 
For the light gales of balmy Palestine* 

Ah ! fruitful now no more— an empty coast. 
She moum'd her sons enslav'd, her glories lost : 
in her wide streets the lonely raven bred. 
There bark'd the wolf and dire hyaenas fed* 
Yet midst her towery fanes, in ruins laid. 
The pilgrim saint hisonurmuring vespers paid; 
'Twas his to climb the tufted rocks, and rove 
The chequer'd twilight of the olive grove ; 
'Twas his to bend beneath the sacred gloom. 
And wear with many a kiss Messiah's tomb ; 
While forms celestial fill'd his tranced eye. 
The day-light dreams of pensive piety ; 
O'er his still breast a tearful fervour stole. 
And softer sorrows charm' d the mourner's soul^ 

Oh ! lives there one, who mocks his artless - 
zeal ? 
Too proud to worship, and too wise to feel? 
Be his the soul with wintry reason blest. 
The dull lethar2:ic sovereign of the breast ! 
Be his the life that creeps in dead repose. 
No joy that sparkles, and no tear that fldits! 
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Far other they who rear'd who pompouA shrine, (7) 
.And bade the rock with Parian marble shine; 
Th^n haIlow*d peace renew'd her wealthy reign. 
Then altars smok'd and Sion smiPd again ; 
There soulptur'd gold and costly gems were seen. 
And all the bounties of the British Queen; (8) 
There barbarous kings their sandal nations led. 
And steel-clad champions bow*d the crested 

head. 
There, when her fiery race the desert pour'd. 
And pale Byzantium fear'd Medina's sword, 
When coward Asia shook in trembling woe. 
And bent appal*d before the Bactrian bow ; 
From the moist regions of the Western star 
The wand'ring hermit wak'd the storm of war, {Q) 
Their limbs all iron, and their souls all flame, 
A countless host, the red-cross warriors came; 
E'en hoary priests the sacred combat wage, 
A ltd clothe in steel the palsied arm of age; 
While beardless youths and tender maids assume 
The weighty morion and the glancing plume. 
Jn bashful pride the warrior virgins wield 
The pond'rous faulchion and the sun-like shieldr 
And stArt to see their armour's iron gleam 
Dance with blue lustre in Tabaria's stream. 
The blood-red banner floating o'er the van, 
All madly blithe the mingled myriads ran : 
Impatient death beheld his destin'd food. 
And hov'ring vultures snulF'd the scent of blood. 
Not such the numbers, nor the host so dread 
By Northern Brenn, or Scythian Timur led, (10) 
Nor such the heart-inspiring zeal that bore 
United Greece to Phrygia's reedy Shore! 

(7) The Temple of the Sepulchre. 

(s) St. Helena, who was according to Cambden, bom at Col» 
cheater. 

(9) Peter the Hermit. 

(10) Brennus and Tamerlane 
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There Gaul's proud Knights with boastful, mien 

advance, 
Form the long line, and shake the cornel lance • 
Here link'd with Thrace, in close battalions stand 
Ausonia'ssons, asoft, inglorious baud ; 
There the stern Norman joins the Austrian train. 
And the dark tribes of late reviving Spain ; 
Here, in black files, advancing tirm and slow. 
Victorious Albion twangs the deadly bow : — 
Albion, — ^still prompt the captive^s wrong U> aid. 
And wield in freedom's cause, the freeman's generous 
blade ! 

Ye sainted spirits of the warriors dead. 
Whose giant force Britannia's armies led ! 
Whose bickering faulchioas foremost in the fight. 
Still pour'd confusion on the Soldan's might; 
Lords of the biting axe and beamy spear, 
Wide conquering Edward, lion Richard, hear! 
At Albion's call your crested pride resume. 
And burst the marble slumbers of the tomb ! 
Your sons behold! in arm, in heart the same. 
Still press the footsteps of parental fame, 
To^Salera still their generous aid supply, 
And pluck the palm of Syrian chivalry! 

When he from tow'r)^ Malta's yielding isle, 
And the green waters of reluctant Nile, 
Th' apostate chief, from Misraim's subject shore 
To Acre's walls his trophied banners bore; 
When the pale desert mark'd his proud array, 
And desolation hop'd an ampler sway. 
What hero then triumphant Gaul dismay'd ? 
What arm repell'd ttie victor renegade? 
Britannia's champion ! bath'd in hostile blood. 
High on the beech the dauntless Seaman stood : 
Admiring Asia saw th' unequal fight; 
E'en the pale crescent blest the Christianas might* 
Oh day of death ! oh thirst, beyond controul. 
Of crimson conquest in th' invader's soul ! 
The slain, yet warm, by social footsteps trod. 
O'er the red moat supply'd a panting road ; 
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O'er the red moat our conquering thunders flew^ 
And loftier still the grisly rampire grew. 
While proudly glowM above the rescued tower 
The wavy cross that mark'd Britannia's power* 
Yet still destraotion sweeps the lonely plain. 
And heroes lift the generous sword in vain* 
Still o'er her sky the clouds of anger roll. 
And God's revenge hangs heavy on her souU 
Yet shall she rise ; — but not by war restored, 
^or built in murder, planted by the sword. 
Yes, Salem, thou shalt rise: thy father's aid 
Shall heal the wound his chastening hand ha» 

made; 
Shall judge the proud oppressor'^ ruthless sway. 
And burst his brazen bonds, and cast his cords 

away. 
Then on your tops shall deathless verdure spring ; 
Break forth, ye mountains 1 and ye vallies, sing! 
JVo more your thirsty rocks shall frown forlorn. 
The unbeliever's jest, the heathen's scorn ; 
The sultry sands shall tenfold harvests yield. 
And a new Eden deck the thorny field. 
E'en now, perhaps, wide waving o'er the land. 
The mighty angel lifts his golden wand; (I) 
Courts the bright vision of descending power, (9) 
Tells every gate, and measures every tower ; 
And chides the tardy seals that yet detain 
Thy lion, Judah, from his destin'd reign. 
And who is he ? the vast, the awful form, (3) 
Girt with the whirlwind, sandal'd with the storm ? 
A western cloud around his limbs is spread. 
His crown a rainbow, and a sun his head. 
To highest heaven he lifts his kingly band. 
And treads at euce the ocean and the land. 
And hark ! his voice amid the thunder's roar. 
His dreadful voice ! — ^that time* shall be no more ! 
Lo ! cherub hands the golden courts prepare ; 
Lo ! thrones are set, aiui ev'ry saint is there ) 

(]) Ezek. xl. (9) Rev. xxi. IQ. (3} lbid.«. 
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lEarth's utmost bounds confess their awful sway. 

The mountains worship, and the isles obey ; 

Nor sun nor moon they need, nor day nor nis^ht : (4) 

God is their temple, and the Lamb their ri«;ht. 

And shall not Israel's sons exulting oome? 

Mail the glad beam and claim their ancient throne? 

Ou David's throne shall David's offspring reign] 

And the dry bones be warm with life again I 

Hark I white rob'd crowdstheirdeepHosannahs raise, 

And the hoarse flood repeats the sound of praise ; 

Ten thousand harps attune the mystic song. 

Ten thousand thousand saints the strain prolong, — 

** Worthy the Lamb1 Omnipetent to save! 

*« Who dy'd. Who liv€s, tiMumphunt o'er the grave !" 

(4)Rev..xxi. 99. 
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THE 

PASSAGE. OF MOUNT ST. GOTHARD. 

DUCHESS OF BETONSHIRE. 



Y E plains, where three-fold hanreste press the ground. 
Ye climes, where genial gales incessant swell. 

Where art and nature shed profusely round 
Their ri\al wonders — Italy, farewell. 

Still may thy year in fullest splendor shine! 

Its icy darts in vain may winter throw; 
To thee a parent, sister, I consign, 

Andwing'd with health, I woo thy gales to blow. 

Yet pleasM, Helvetia's rugged brows I see. 
And thro^ their craggy steeps delighted roam ; 

Pleased with a people, honest, brave, and free. 
Whilst every step conducts me nearer home. 

I wander where Tesino madly flows. 

From cliiFto cliff in foaming eddies tost; 

On the rude mountain's barren breast he roscf. 
In Po*s broad wave now hurries to be lost. 

His shores, ne^t huts and verdant pastures fill. 
And hills, where woods of pine the storms defy. 

While, scorning vegetation, higher still. 
Rise the bare rocks coeval with the sky. 

Upon his bank«a favour'd spot I found. 

Where shade and beauty tempted to repose : 

Within a grove, by mountains circled round. 
By rocks o'erbung, m^ rustic seat I chose. 

Advancing thence, by gentle pace and slow. 
Unconscious of the way my footsteps prest. 

Sudden, supported by the hills below, 
St. Gothard's summit rose above the rest. 
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'Midst towering cliffs and tracks of endless cold, 
Th* industrious path .pervades the rugged stone* 

And seems — Helvetia, let thy toils be told— 
A granite girdle o*er the mountain thrown. 

No haunt of man the weary traveller greets,. 

No vegetation smiles upon the moor, / 
Save where the flow'ret breaths uncultured sweets^ 

Save where the patient Monk receives the poor« 

Yet let not these rude paths be coldly trac'd. 
Let not these wilds with listless steps be trod. 

Here fragrance scorns not to perfume the waste. 
Here charity uplifts the mind to God. 

His humble board the holy man prepares. 

And simple food and wholesome lore bestows^ 

Extols the treasures that his mountain bears. 
And paints the perils of impending snowA. 

For while bleak winter numbs with chilling hand. 
Where frequent crosses mark the traveller's fate. 

In slow procession moves the merchant band. 
And silent bends where tottering ruins wait. 

Yet 'midst those ridges, 'midst that drifted snoWy 
Can nature deign her wonders to. display ; 

Here Ad ularia shines with vividglow. 
And gems of chrystal sparkle to the day. 

Here too, the hoary mountain's brow^to grace. 
Five silver lakes, in tranquil state are seen; 

While from their waters, many a stream we trace. 
That 'scap'd from bondage, roll the rocks between* 

Here flows the Reuss to seek her wedded love. 
And, with the Rhine, Germanic climes explore; 

Her stream I mark'd, and saw her wildly move 
Down the bleak mountain, thro' the craggy shore. 

My weary. footsteps hop'd for rest in vain. 
For steep''on steep in rude confusion rose » 

At length I paus'd above a fertile plain 
That promised shelter and foretold repose* 
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Fair runs the streamlet o'er the pasture gfeeri, 
Itsroargin gay, with flocks and cattle spread ; 

Embowering tree^ the peaceful village screen. 

And guard from snow each dwelling's jutting shed. 

Sweet vale ! whose bosom wastes and cliffs surround. 
Let me awhile thy friendly shelter share ! 

Emblem of life! where some bright hours are found 
Amidst the darkest, dreariest years of care. 

Delv'd thro' the rock, the secret passage bends. 
And beauteous horror strikes the dazzled sight; 

Beneath the pendant bridge the stream descends. 
Calm, till it tumbles o'er the frowning height. 

We view the fearful pass ; we wind along 
The path that marks the terrors of our way; 

'Midst beetling rocks, and hanging woods among. 
The torrent pours, and breathesits glittering spraj^ 

Weary at length serener scenes we hail,— 

More cultur'd groves o'ershade the grassy meads5 

The neat, tho' wooden, hamlets deck the vale. 
And Altorrs spires recall heroic deeds. 

But tho' ho more amidst those scenes I roam, 
My fancy long each image shall retain — 

The flock returning to its welcome home. 
And the wild carol of the cow-herd's strain. 

Lucernia's lake its glassy surface shews. 

Whilst nature's varied beauties deck its side ; 

Hjere rocks and woods its narrow waves inclose. 
And there its spreading bosom opens wide. 

And hail the chapel ! hail the platform wild ! 

Where Tell directed the avenging dart. 
With well-strung arm, that first preserved his child^ 

Then wing'd the arrow to the tyrant's hearty " 

Across the lake, and deep embower'd in wood. 
Behold another hallow'd chapel stands. 

Where three Swiss heroes lawltss force withstood, ' 
And stamp'd the freedom of their native laiid« 
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Then liberty required no rites uncouth. 

No blood demanded) and no slaves enchained ; 

Her rule was gentle and her voice was truth. 
By social order form'd, by laws restrained. 

We quit the lake — and cultivation's toil. 

With nature's charms combined, adorns the way» 

And well*>earnM wealth improves the ready soil. 
And simple manners^ill maintain their sway. 

Farewell, Helvetia! from whose lofty breast 
Proud A^lps arise, and copious rivers flow; 

Where source of streams, eternal glaciers rest. 
And peaceful science gilds the plains below. 

Oft on thy rooks the wond' ring eyes shall gaze» 
Thy vallies oft the raptur'd bosom seek ; 

There nature's hand her boldest work displays^ 
Here, bliss domestic beams on every cheek. 



A SCENE IN ARGYLESHIRE, 
Written an re^visiting t>. 

CAMPBELL. 



AT the silence of twilight's contemplative hour, 

I have nius'd in a sorrowful mood. 
On the wind-shaken weeds that embosom the bower. 

Where the home of my forefathers stood. 
All ruin'd and wild is their roofless abode. 

And lonely the dark raven's sheltering tree ; 
And travell'd by few is the grass-cover'd road. 
Where the hunter of deer and the warrior trode 

To his hills that encircle the sea. 

Yet wandering, I found on my ruinous walk. 

By the dial-stone aged and green. 
One rose of the wilderness left on its stalk. 

To mark where a garden had been. 
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hike a brotherless hermit, the last of its race. 
All wild in the silence of nature it drew 

From each wandering sun-beam, a lonely embrace; 

For the night-weed and thorn overshadowed the 
place 
Where the flower of my forefathers 'grew. 

Sweet bud of the wilderness ! emblem of all 

That remains in this desolate heart ! 
The fabric of blibs to its centre may fall. 

But patience shall never depart ! 
Though the wilds of enchantment, all vernal and 
bright. 

In the days of delusion, by fancy combinM 
With the v^ni&hing phantoms of love and delight. 
Abandon my soul like a dream of the night. 

And leave but a desart behind. 

Be hush*d, ray dark spirit ! for wisdom condemns. 

When the faint and the feeble deplore; 
Be stropg as the rock of the ocean that stems 

A thousand wild waves on the shore! 
Through the perils of chance, and the scowl of 
disdain, 

May thy front be unalter'd, thy courage elate ! 
Yea! even the name I have worshipped in vain. 
Shall awake not the sigh of remembrance again ;— * 

To bear is to conquer our fate. 



AUTUMN. 

KA^BCLIFFE. 



SWEET Autumn ! how thy melancholy grace 
Steals on my heart, as thro' these shades I wind ! 

Sooth'd by thy breathing sigh, I fondly trace 
Each lonely image of the pensive mind ! 

Lov'd scenes, lov*d friends, — ^long lost, around me 
rise. 
And wake the melting thought, the tender tear I 
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That tear, that thought, which more than mirth I 

prize — 
». Sweet as the gradual tint that paints thy year ! 
Thy farewell smile, with fond regret I view. 

Thy beaming lights, soft gliding o'er the woods; 
Thy distant landscape, touched, with yellow hue, . 
While falls the lengthened, gleain; thy winding 
floods. 
Now veil'd in shade, save where the skifTs white 
sails 
Swell to the breeze, and catch thy streaming ray: 
But now, e'en now, the partial vision itiils, 

4.nd the wave smiles," as sweeps the clouds away! 
Emblem of life ! — ^thus chcquer'd is its plan. 
Thus joy succeeds to grief,-^thus smiles the varied 
man! 



THE BAT. 

RADCLItFE. 



FROM hSunt of man, from day's obtrusive glare. 
Thou shroud'st thee in the ruin's ivied tow'r ; 
Or in some shadowy glen's romantic bow'r. 

Where wizard forms their mystic charms prepare; 

Where honour lurks, and ever-bqding care ! 
But at the sweet and s^ilent evening hour. 
When clos'd in bleep is every languid flow'r. 

Thou lov'st to sport upon the twilight air. 

Mocking the eye that would thy course pursue. 
In many a wanton round, elastic, gay, 
Thou flitt'st athwart the pensive wanderer's way. 

As his lone footsteps print the mountain dew. 

From Indian isles thou com'st with summer's car. 

Twilight thy love, — thy guide her beaming star. 



Digitized 



by Google 



4S POBTl€AI« SELBCTIOHS* 

THE TRAVELLER^ 

GOLDSMITH. 



REMOTE* unfriended, melancholy, slow, 
Or by the lazy Scheld, or wanderin? Po ; 
Or onward, where the rude Carinthtan boor 
Against the houseless stranger shuts the door ; 
Or where Campania's plain forsaken lies, 
A weary waste expanding to the skies ; 
Where'er I roam, whatever realms to see. 
My heart, untravellM, fondly turns to thee ; 
Still to my brother turns, with ceaseless pain. 
And drags at each remove a lengthening chain* 

Eternal blessings crown my earliest friend. 
And round his dwelling guardian saints atiend ; 
Blest be that spot, where cheerful guebts retire 
To pause from toil, and trim their evening fire ; 
Blest that abode, where want and pain repair. 
And every stranger finds a ready chair ;f 
Blest be those feasts with simple plenty crown'd. 
Where all the ruddy family around 
Laugh at the jests or pranks that never fail. 
Or sigh with pity at some mournful tale ; 
Or press the bashful stranger to his fo6d, ^ 
And learn the luxury of doing good. 

But me, not destined such delights to share, 
My prime of life in wandering spent and care: 
Impeird with steps unceasing to pursue 
Some fleeting good, that mocks me with the view : 
That like the circle bounding earth and skies. 
Allures from far, yet, as I follow, flies; 
My fortune leads to traverse realms alone, 
And find no spot of all the world my own; 

Ee*n now, where Alpine solitudes a^cend^ 
I sit me down a pensive hour to spend ; 
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And placM on high above the storm's career. 
Look downward where a hundred realms appear ; 
Lakes, forests, cities, plains extending wide. 
The pomp of kings, the shepherd's humbler pride. 

When thus Creation's charms around combine, ' 
Amidst the store, should thankless pride repine ? 
Say, should the philosophic mind disdain 
That good which makes each humbler bosom vain } 
Let school-taught pride dissemble all it can, 
These little things are great, to little man ; 
And wiser he^ whose sympathetic mind 
Exults in all the good of all mankind. 
Ye glittering towns, in wealth and splendor crowrnMi 
Ye nelds, where summer spreads profusion round ; 
Ye lakes *whose vessels catch the busy gale ; 
Ye bending swains, that dress the flowery vale! 
For me your tributary stores combine : 
Creation's heir, the world, the world is mine* 

As some lone miser, visiting his store, 
Bends at his treasury, counts, recounts it o'er; 
Hoards after hoards his rising rapture iiil, 
Yet still he sighs, for hoards are wanting still : 
Thus to my breast alternate passions rise, 
-Pleas'd with each good thatHeav'utoman supplier; 
Yet oft a sigh prevaiU, and sorrows fall^ 
To see the hoard of hum%n bliss so small ; 
And oft 1 wish, amidst the scene, to find 
Some spot to real happiiress consign'd. 
Where my worn soul, each wandering hope at rest. 
May gather bliss to see my fellows blest. 

But where to nnd that happiest spot below. 
Who can direct, when all pretend to know ? 
The shudd'riug tenant of the frigid zone 
Boldly proclaims that happiest spot his own; 
Extols the treasures of his stormy seas. 
And his long nights of revelry and ease. 
The nakied negro panting at the line. 
Boasts of his golden sands and palmy wine» 
Basks in the glare, or stems the tepid wave^ 
And thanks his gods for all the good they gave. 
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Such 18 the patriot's boast, where'er we roam* 
His first, best country, ever is at borne. 
And yet, perhaps, if countries we compare. 
And estimate the blessings which they share, 
Tho' patriots flatter, still shall wisdom find 
An equal portion d^t to all mankind : 
As different good, by art or nature given. 
To different nations mi^e their blessings even. 

Nature, a mother kind alike to Itll, 
Still grants her bliss at labour's earnest call ; 
With food as well the peasant is supply'd 
On Idra's cliffs as Amo*s shelvy side ; 
And tho' the rocky-crested summits frown. 
These rocks, by custom^ turn to beds of d^^p. 
From art more various are the blessings seat ; 
Wealth, commerce, honour, liberty, content : • 
Yet these each other's power so strong contest. 
That either seems destructive of the rest. 
Where wealth and freedom reign, contentment fails ; 
And honour sinks where commerce long prevails. 
Hence every state to one lov'd blessing prone. 
Conforms and models life to that alone. 
Each to the fav'rite happiness attends, 
And spurns the plan that aims at other ends ; 
'Till carried to excess in each domain. 
This fav'nte good begets peculiar pain. 

But let us try these truths with closer eyes. 
And trace them thro' the prospect as it lies : 
Here for a while, my proper cares resign'd. 
Here let me sit in sorrow for mankind ; 
Like yon neglected shrub, at random cast. 
That shades the steep, and sighs at every blast. 

Far to the right, where Appenine ascends. 
Bright as the summer, Italy extends ; * 
Its uplands sloping deck the mountain's side. 
Woods over woods in gay theatric pride ; 
While oft some temple's mould'ring tops between 
With memorable grandeur mark the scene. 

Could Nature's bounty satisfy the breast^ 
The sons of Italy were surely blest. 
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Whatever fruHs.in ^iifTerent climes are found* 
That proudly rise or humbly court the ground ; 
Whatever blooms in torrid tracts appear* 
Whose bright succession deck« the varied yettr^ 
Whatever sweets salute the northern sky 
With vernael leaves* that blossom but to die i 
These here disporting own the kindred soil* 
^or ask luxuriance from the planter's toil ;, 
While sea-born gales' their gelid wings expand 
To winnow fragrance round the smiling land^' . 
But SRiall the bliss that sense alone bestows. 
And sensual bliss is all tbe nation knows* 
In florid beauty* groves and fields appear*. 
Man se^s the only growth that dwindles here ; 
Contrasted faults thro* all bis' manners reign ; 
Tho' poor* luxurious; tho* submissive* vam ; 
Tbo* grave, yet triflng ; zealous, yet untrue ; 
And ev*n in penance planning jsins anew* . , 
All evils here contaminate the mind* 
That opulence departed leaves behind ; 
For wealth was theirs* nor far remov'd the datc» 
When commerce proudly fiburish'd thro' the state; 
At her command the palace learnt to rise» 
Again the long-falPn column sought the skies ; 
The canvas glow'd, beyond e'en Nature warm, ' 
The pregnant' quarry teem'd with human form : 
Till* more unsteady than the southern gaie* 
Commerce on other shores displayed her sail ;• 
W hile nought remained of all that riches gaye* 
But towns unmanned* and lords without a slave: 
And late the nation found* with fr^iitless skill* 
Its former strength was but plethoric ilK 

Yet, still the loss of wealth is heresupply'd 
By arts, the splendid wrecks of former pride ; 
.From these the feeble heart and long fall'n mii|d 
An easy compensation seem to find. 
Here may be seen, in bloodless pomp array'd* 
The pasteboard triumph and the cavalcade : 
Processions form'd for piety and love* 
A mistress or a saint in every grove. 
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By sports like these are all their cares beguil'd. 
The sports of children satisfy the child : 
Each nobler, aim represt by long controul. 
Now s:iDk8 at last, or feebly mans the soul ; 
While low delights succeeding fast behind. 
In happier meanness occupy the mind : 
As in thos^ domes, where Csesars once bore swa^^, ' 
Defaced by time, and tott'rin^ in decay. 
There in the ruin, heedless of the dead. 
The shelter-seeking peasant builds his shed ; 
And, wondering man could want the larger pile. 
Exults, and owns his cottage with a smile. 

My soul, turn from them, turn we to survey 
Where rougher climes a nobler race display ; 
Where the black Swiss their stormy mansion tread. 
And force a cburlibh soil for scanty bread; 
No product here the barren hills afford. 
But man and steel, the soldier and his swbrd. 
Nor vernal blooms their torpid rocks array. 
But winter lingering chills the lap of May; 
No :^ephyr fondly sues the mountain's breapt. 
But meteors glare, and stormy glooms inveet. 

Yet still, e'en here, content can spread a charm. 
Redress the clime, and all its rage disarm. 
Tho' poor the peasant's hut, his feasts tho' smaU, 
He sees his little lot the lot of all ; 
Sees no contiguous palace rear its head. 
To shame the jaaean,ne8s of his humble shed ; 
No costly lord the sumptuous banquet deal, 
To make him loathe his vegetable meal ; 
But calm, and brefl in ignorance and toil. 
Each wish contracting, tits him to the soil. 
Cheerful at morn, he wakes from short repose., 
Breathes the keen air, and carols as he goes; 
With patient angle trolls the £nny deep. 
Or drives his vent'rous plough-share to the steep ; 
Or seeks the den where snow-tracks mark the way. 
And drags the struggling savage into day. 
At night returning, every labour sped. 
He sits him down the monarch of a shed ; 
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Smiks by his cheerlxil fire, and rouhd surveys 
His children's looks, that brighten at the blaze ; 
While his lov*4 partner, boastful of her hoard, 
I>*6pljEiyft-her cleanly .platter on the board : 
And haply. too some pilgrrm thither led. 
With many a tale repays the nightly bed. 

Thus ev^ good his native wilds impart^ 
Imprints the patriot passion on his heart. ^ 
>4nd e'n those ills that round his mansioii rise, 
Cuhdnce the bliss his scanty fund supplies : 
I>ear 19 that shed to which his soul conforms^ 
Aud dear that hill which lifts him to the storms ;. 
And as a child, when scaring sounds uiolest,. 
Clings close and closer to the mother's Weast^ 
So the loud torrent^ and the whirtwind*s roar. 
But bind him to his native xuouiatains more. 
Such are the charms to barren states assignM ; 
Their wants but few, their wishes alicoufinM: 
Yet let them only share the praises due,; 
. If few their wants, their pleasures are but few ; 
For every want that stim ulates the breasTt, 
Becomes a source of pleasmre when redrettt; 
Whence from such lands its pleasing science flies, 
That first excites desire and ihen supplies* ' 
Unknown to them wheii sensual pleasures cloy. 
To fill the languid pause with finer joy ; 
Unknown those powerB that raise the soul to flanie. 
Catch every nerve, and vibrate thro' the frame. 
Their level life is but a mould' ring fire. 
Unquench'd by waat, unfimn'd by strong desire ; 
Unfit for raptures, or if raptures cheer ' • - 

On some high festival of once a year. 
In wild excess the vulgar breast takes fire. 
Till, buried in debauch, the bliss expire. 

But not their joys a)one thus coarsely flow; 
Their morals, like their pleasures, are but low ; 
For, as refinemeut stops, from sire to son- 
Unalter'd, unimproved, the m^inners run ; ^ 
Arid love's and friendship's finely-pointed dart 
Fall blunted from each indurated heart. 

F3- 
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Some sterper virtues o'er the mottntaio's bieasrt 

May sit, like falcons cowering on the nest; 

But ^11 the gentler morals, such as play 

Thro', life's more culturM walks, and nhana the way » 

These, far dispersed on timorous pinions, fly 

To sport and flutter in a kinder bky« 

To kinder skies« where gentler manners reis^Uy 
I turn ; and France displays her bright domain ; 
Gay sprightly huad of mirtk and social ease, 
Pleas'd with thyself, whom all the world can please^ 
How often have I led thy sportive choir, 
With tuneless pipe* beside the murmuring Loire F 
Where shading elms along the margin grewv 
And freshen'd from the wave the zephyr flew r 
And haply, tho' my harsh touch fault'ring still. 
But matr'dall tune, and mock'd the dancer's skilly 
Yet woirld the village praise my wond'rous power. 
And dance forgetful of the noon-^tide hour* 
Alike all ages. Dames of ancient days 
Have led their children thro' the mirthful maaie^ 
And tbe gay grandsire, skill'd in ge^tic lore; 
Has frisk' d beneath the burden of threescore. 

So blest a Mh these thoughtless realm» display, 
Thus idly busy rolls their world away : 
Theirs are those arts that mind to mind endear;. 
For honour forms the social temper here. 
Honour, that praise which real merit gains. 
Or e'en imaginary worth obtains, . 
Here passes current ; paid from hand to band- 
it shifts, in splendid traffic, round the land ; 
From courts to camps, to cottages it strays. 
And all are taught an avarice of praise; 
They please, are pleas'd, they give to get esteem ,- 
Till, seeming blest, th*y grow to what they seem*/ 

But while this softer art their bliss supplies. 
It giyes their follies also room to rise ; 
For praise, too- dearly lov'd or warmly sought^^ 
Enfeebles all internal strength of thought ; . 
And the weak soul, within itself unblest, 
L«an& for all. pleasure xto another's. brea»t». 
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H^Dce Ost^htatioh here) ij^itk tavdry . art, ' 

Pants fop the vulgar. praise which fooU impart ; 
HereV^iityaesutnei her pert grieiuce, ^ 
And triors her rohes of frieze.with cojiper lajce;- I 
Here beggar Pride defriiuds her daily, rheerj 
To boast one splendid baoquet once «. y € a r ; 
The mind still turnj^ where shtftio^ fttstnon dniws»/ 
Nor weighs the, s^Ud we^th of self applause*. > 

To meu of other minds my fancy flies^ . 
Embosomed in the deep where Holland lies^: 
Methinks her patient sons before me stand. 
Where the broiid ocean leans a^itist the land>; . 
Andy seditious to stop the coming tide,.. 
Lift the tall rampire*s arti^cial pride.. 
Onwards, Biethioks, and diligently slow^ 
The firm, comieeted bulwark seems to grow^. 
Spreads. its long arms amidst the wat'rj roar, . 
Scoops out an empire, and usurps the shore:- 
While the pent ocean, rising o^erthe pilfe, 
Sees an amphibious world- btaueath hmx smile;: 
The slow caiial, the yellow blossomldvale^ 
The willow-tufted bank, the gliding sail, . 
The c'rowtied fnart, the cultiyurted plain,. 
A new. creaticm rescui^d from his reign. 

Thus, while a round, the wave^subjected. soil; 
Imfiels the native to repeated tori ^ 
Industrious habits in each bosom reign,., 
A nd^ industry begets a love of gain ; 
Hence all the good from opulenee that springs^^ 
With all those ills superfluous treasure brings. 
Are here displayed* Their muck-lov'd^vealth imparta^ 
Convenience, plenty, elegance, and arts; 
But view them closer, craft and fraud appear,^ 
E'en liberty itself is bartered here*. 
At gold's superior chaj*ms ajl freedom fltesv 
The needy sell it, and the rich man buys;: 
A land of tyrants^ and a^ den of sl^ves^ 
Here wretches seek dishonorable graves. 
And calnily bent to servitude conform, 
fiull.as their lakes that slumber in thestorm*^ 
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Heavene ! how osililre their Belgic tires i6f old ! 
Rough, poor, content, vngovemably bold ; 
War in each breast, and freedom on -esch brow; 
How much tinlike the sons of Brit&in now I . 

Fir^dat the 8onnd,'my geniusi spreads ber wingt. 
And flies where Britain courts the western spring-; 
\V^here lawns extend that scorn Arcadian pride. 
And brighter streams than favn*d Hydaspis glide. 
There all around the gentlest breezes stray. 
There gentle music melts on every spray ; 
Creation's mildest charms are there combin'd,. 
Extremes are only in the master's mind! 
Stern o*er each bosom Reason holds her statey 
With daring aims irregularly great ; 
Pride in their port, dehanoein theisr eyse,. 
I see the lords of human kind pass by^:; 
Intent on high designs, a thoughtful band. 
By forms unfashion'd fresh from Nature's hand,. 
Fierce in their native hardrness of sool. 
True tb imagro'd right eibove control, 
While e'en the^peasant boasts it hese rights to- scan, 
And learns to venerate himself ds maxu - - 

Thine, Freedom, thine the blessmgs pictur'd here,. 
Thine are those charms that dazzle ancid eodear;^ 
Too blest indeed were such without aUoy:,^ 
But foster'd e'en by Freedom ills annoy ; • 
That independence Britons priae too high^ 
Keeps man from man^ end breaks the social tie^' 
The self-^^pendent lordjlings^and alone, 
All claims that bind and &wect«n lifeunknown.;. 
Here by the bonds of nature feebly held,. 
Minds combat minds, repelling and repell'd. 
Ferments arise, imprison'd factions roar, 
Represt ambition stciiggles round her shfyre». 
Till over*^wrought, the general system feels . 
Its motions stop, or phrenzy Hre the wheels* . 

Nor this the wgrst. As oatore's ties decay,- « 
As duty, love, and honour fail to sway. 
Fictitious bonds, the bonds of wealth and .law,. 
Still gathsr strength, and force unwiHioxg avEje.. 



Digitized 



by Google 



POETICAL SELECTIONS. 57 

Hence all obedience bows to thee alone* 

And talent sinks, and merit weeps unknown ; 

Till time may come, when, stript of all her charms 

The land of scholars, and the nurse of arms^ 

Where noble stems transmit the patriot flame* 

Where kings have toiPd, and poets wrote for fame* 

One sink of level avarice shall lie. 

And scholars, soldiers, kings, unhonor'd die* 

Yet think not thus when Freedom's ills I state* 
I mean to flatter kings, or court the great ; 
Ye powers of truth that bid my soul aspire. 
Far from my bosom drive the low desire ; 
And thou, fair Freedom, taught alike to feel 
The rabble's rage, and tyrant's angry steel ; 
Thou transitory flower, alike undone 
By proud contempt, or favor's fostering sun. 
Still may thy blooms the changeful clime endure* 
I only would repress them to secure; 
For just experience tells, in every soil. 
That those who think must govern those that toil ; 
And all that Freedom's* high est aims can reach. 
Is but to lay proportion'd loads on each. 
Hence shoulcf one order disproportion^ grow. 
Its double weight must ruin all below. 

O then how blind to all that truth requires* 
Who think it freedom when a part aspires I 
Calm is my Soul, nor apt to rise in arms. 
Except when fast. approaching danger warms: 
But when contending chiefs blockade the throne,' 
Contracting regal power to stretch their own ; 
When I behold a factious band agree 
To call it freedom when themselves are free; 
Each wanton judge new penal statutes draw. 
Laws grind the poor, and rich men rule the law ; 
The wealth of climes, where savage nations roam^ 
Pillag'd from slaves to purchase slaves jait home ; 
Fear, pity, justice, indignation start. 
Tear off reserve, and bare my swelling heart ; 
Till half a patriot, half a coward grown, 
I fly from petty tyrants to the throne. 
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Yes, brotliery curse with me that* baleful hour^ 
When first ambition struck at regal power; 
And thus polluting honor in its source, 
-Gave wealth to sway the mind with double force. 
Have we not seen round Britain's peopled shore. 
Her useful sons exchanged for useless ore? 
Seen alt her triumphs but destruction haste. 
Like flaring tapers, brightening as they waste ; 
Seen opulence, her grandeur to maintain, 
Lead stern depopulation in her train, 
And over fields where scattered hamlets rose. 
In barren solitary pomp repose ? 
Have we not seen at pleasure's lordly call. 
The smiling long-frequented village fall? ^ 

Beheld the duteous son, the sire decay'd. 
The modest matron, and the blushing maid, 
Forc'd from their homes, a melancholy train. 
To traverR*».*»limpft Kpvond thp. western n^ini- 
Where wild Oswego spreads her swamps around^ 
And Niagara stuns with thund'ring sound ? 

ETen now, perhaps, as theje some pilgrim strays 
Thro' tangi'd forests, and thro' dangerous ways. 
Where beasts with man divided empire claim. 
And the brown Indian marks with murd'rous aim it 
There, while above the giddy tern pest J ies, 
And all around distressful yells arise. 
The pensive exile bending with his woe. 
To stop too fearful, and too faint to go, , . 
Casts a long look where England's glories shine. 
And bids his bosom sympathize with mine. 
Vain, very vain, my weary search to find 
That bliss which only centres in the mind: 
Why have I stray'd from pleasure and repose. 
To seek a good each government bestows ? 
In every government, tho' terrors reign, 
Tho' tyrant kings, or tyrant laws restrain. 
How small of all that human hearts endure. 
That part which laws or kings can cause or cure. 
Still to ourselves in every place consign d. 
Our own felicity we make or find: 
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With secret course, which no loud storms annoy. 
Ghde6 the smooth current ef domestic joy. 
The lifted axe, the agonizing wheel, 
Luke's iron crown, and Damien's bed of steeL 
To men remote from powe; but rarely known. 
Leave reason, &ith, and conscience, all our own. 



EVENING. 

COLLINS. 

IF aught of oaten stop, or pastoral song. 
May hope, O pensive Eve, to soothe thine ear. 
Like thy own brawling springs. 
Thy springs, and dyipg gales; 

O nymph reserved, while now the bright-hair'd sun 
Sits m yon western tent, whose cloudy skirts. 

With brcde ethereal wove, 

O'erhang his wavy bed : 

Now air is hush'd, save where the weak-ey^d bat 
With short shrill shriek flits by on leathern win?' 

Or where the beetle winds 

His small but sullen horn. 

As oft he rises 'midst the twilight path. 
Against the pilgrim borne in heedless hum; 
^ Now teach me, maid composed. 
To breathe some soften'd strain. 

Whose numbers stealing thro' thy dark'nin^ vale 
May not unseemly with its stillness suit, ^ * 

As, musing slow, thail 

Thy genial lov'd return ! 

For when thy folding-star arising shows 
His paly circlet, at his warning lamp, 
The fragrant hours, and elves 
, Who slept in buds the day. 
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And many a nymph who wreathes her brows with 

And sheds the fresbeniDg dew ; and lovelier stilly 
The pensive pleasures sweet 
Prepare thy shadowy car. 

Then let me rove some wild and hesthy scene. 
Or find some ruin *midst its dreary delb. 

Whose walls more awful nod 

By thy religions gleams. 

Or if chill blustering^ winds, or driving rain 
Prevent my willing feet, be mine the nut. 

That from the mountain's side 

Views wilds and swelling floods. 

And hamlets brown, and dim discovered spires. 
And hears their simple bell, and marks oVr all 

Thy dewy fingers draw 

The gradual dusky veil. 

Wliile spring shall pour his showSs, as oft he wont. 
And bathe thy breathing tresses, meekest Eve ! 

While summer loves to sport 

Beneath thy lingering light; 

While sallow autumn fills thy lap with leaves. 
Or winter, yelling through the troublous air. 

Affrights thy shrinkieg train. 

And rudely rends thy robes ; 

So long, regardful of thy quiet rules. 

Shall fancy, friendship, science, smiling peace, 

Tiiy gentlest influence own, 

Aud love thy favorite name ! 



Digitized 



by Google 



TO AN OAK. 

ROGERS. 



TRUNK of a giant now no more ! 

Once did tby limbs to he£^ea aspire; 
' Once by a path untried before. 
Strike to the centre, and explore^ 

Realms of infernal fire; * 

Round tliee, alas, no shadows more ? 

From thee no sacred murmers bree^he ! 
Yet within thee, thyself a grove. 
Once did the eagle scream above, 

^^i tlje wolf np\vl beneath. 

There once the steel-clad knight reclin'd. 

His sable plumage tempest tossed, 
And as the death'^l]^ll smote the wind, 
Frorp towers long Ifed frqna human kin<|. 
Himself the hero cross'd ! 

Father' of many « forest deep ! 

Whence many a navy thunder-fraught; 
Fj*3t in their ,acorn-cells asleep. 
Soon destined o'er the world to sweep. 

Openings new spheres of ^bought* 

Wont in the night of ^oods to dwell. 

The holy Druid saw thee rise ; 
And planting there the guardian spell, 
Supg forth, the dreadful promp.tp swell. 
Of human sacrifice ! 

Thy singed top and branches bare 
Now straggle in the evening '^ky ; 
And the wan moon wheels round to glare 
On the long corse that quivers there 
Of. him who came to die I 
^<kadi«eiiiTartara tendit— Yirg. 
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A SKETCH OF 

THE ALPS AT DAY-BREAK. 

nOGERS. 



THE sun-beams streak the azure skies ; 

And line with light the mountain's brow ; 
With hounds and horns the hunters rise* 

And chace the roe buck through the snow. 

Frota rock to rock, with giant-bound, 
High^n their iron poles they pass; 

Mute, lest the air, convuls'd by sounds 
Bend from above a frozen mass, f 

The goats wind slow their wonted way. 
Up craggy steeps and ridges rude ; 

Mark'd by the wild wolf for bis prey. 
From desert cave or hanging wood. 

And while the torrent thunders loud. 
And as the echoing cliffs reply, 

The huts peep o'er the morning cloud, 
Perch'd like an eagle's nest on high- 



THE HAMLET, 

WARTON. 



THE hinds how blest, who ne'er beguil'd 
To quit their hamlet's. hawthorn wild ; 
Nor haunt the. crowd, nor ttrapt the main. 
For splendid care, aftd guilty gain ! 

When morning's twilight tinctur'd beam 
Strikes their low thatch with slanting gleam, 

t There arc passes in the Alps, where the guides tell you to 
move on with speed, aod say nothing, lest the agitation 't>f the 
»ir should loosen the snows ahoTC^—GnAY. Sect v. Lefc 4. 
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They rove abroad in ether blue. 
To dip the scythe in fragrant dew : 
The sheaf to bind, the beech to fell 
That nodding shades a craggy dell. 

Midst gloomy glades, in warbles clear. 
Wild nature's sweetest notes they hear : 
On green untrodden banks they riew 
The hyacinth's neglected hue » 
In their lone haunts, and woodland rounds,. 
They spy the squirreVs airy bounds : 
And startle from her ashen spray. 
Across the glen, the screaming jay : 
Each native charm their steps explore 
Of solitude's sequester'd store. 

For them the moon with cloudless ray 
Mounts, to illume their homeward way t 
Their weai^ spirits to relieve. 
The meadow's incense breathe at eve* 
No riot mars the simple fare 
That o'er a glimmering hearth they share : 
But when the curfew's measur'd roar 
Duly^, the dark'ning valliea o'er. 
Has echo'd from the distant town,. 
They wish no beds of cygnet-down. 
No trophied canopies, to close 
Their drooping eyes in quick repose. 

Their little sons, who spread the bloom 
Of health around the clay-built room. 
Or through the primros'd coppice stray. 
Or gambol in 'the new-mown hay: 
Or quaintly braid the cowslip twine. 
Or drive afield the tardy kine; 
Or hasten from the sultry hill 
To loiter at the shady rill ; 
Or climb the tall pine's gloomy crest 
To rob the raven's ancient nest. 

Their humble porch with honied flowers. 
The curling woodbine's shade embowers; . 
From the small garden's thymy mound 
Their bees in busy swarms resound : 
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Nor fell Disease, befot'e his time. 
Hastes to consume life's golden prime: 
But when their tenvpl^ long hnre wore 
The silver crown of tresdea hoa^; 
As studious slitl calVn peace to Iteep^ 
Beneath a flowery tuff tliey sle^. 



HYMN to tHE RISING SUN. 

LAKGHOBNB* 



FROM i^e f^d Wave rihitig bright. 

Lift on high' thy g6rden head; 

O'ef the tnisty mountain spread 
Thy smiling rays 6f orient Tight; 
See th6 golden God appear ? 
Flies the fiend <I)f darkness drear; 
Flies, and iA her glooniy train. 
Sable grief, and car^, and pain I 
See the golden god advance ! 
On Taurus' heights hisiioursers prance; 
With him haste the vernal hours. 
Breathing sweets and dropping flowers. 
Laughing summer at his side, 
Wav^s her focks in rosy pride; 
And autumn bland, with aspect kin^y 
Bears hi^ gpTden sheaf behind, 
O haste, and spread the purple day 
O'er all the wide ethereal way ! 
Nature inourns at thy delay : 
God of glory haste away ! 
From the red wave rising bright. 

Lift on high thy golden head ; 
O'^f the misty mountains spread 

Thy smiling rays of orient light ! 
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WINTER PIECE. 

PHILLIPS.. 



FROM frozen climes, and endless tracts of snow, 
From streams which Northern winds forbid to flow^. 
What present shall the mu&e to Dorset bring. 
Or how, so near the pole, attempt to sing ?. 
The hoary winter here conceals from sight , 

A\[ pleasing objects which to verse invite. 
The lulls and dales, and the delightful woods t^ 
The flow'ry plains, and silver-streaming floods, 
By snow disguised, on bright confusion lie, 
And with one dazzling waste fatigue the ey«. 

No gentle breathing breeze prepares the springs 
No birds within the desert region sing: 
The ships unmovrd the boisterous winds defyt 
While rattling chariots o'er the ocean fly. 
The vast laviathan wants room to play, 
And spout his waters in the face of day. 
The starving wolves along the main sea prowl. 
And to the moon in icy valleys hawl;* 
O'er many a shining league the level main, 
Here spreads itself into a glassy plain ; 
There solid billows of enormous size^. 
Alps of green ice, in wild disorder rise: ^ 

And yet but lately have I seen, e'en here- 
T?.e winter in a lovely dress appear, 
.Ere yet the clouds let fall the treasur'd s*iow. 
Or- winds begun through hazy skies to blow. 
At evening a keen -breeze arose. 
And the descending rain unsully'd froze. 
Soon as the silent shades of night withdrew, 
The ruddy morn disci os'd at once to view 
The face of nature in a rich disguise. 
And brighten'd jevery object tt) my eyes^: 
For every shrub and every blade of grass. 
And evtty pointed thorn seera'd wrought in glass i 
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In pearls and rubies rich the hawthorns show^ 
While through the ice the crimson berries glow. 
The thick-sprung reeds, which watery marshes yield. 
Seemed polish'd lances in ti hostile field. 
The stagy in limpid currents, with surprize^ 
Sees chrystal branches on his forehead rise : 
The spreading oak, the beech, and towering pine, 
G]az*d over, in the freezine ether shine ; 
The frighted birds the rattling branches shuUf 
Which wave and glitter in the distant sun. 

When, if a sudden gust of wind arise, 
-The brittle forest into atoms flies. 
The cracking wood beneath the tempest bends. 
And in a spangled shower the prospect ends : 
Or, if a southern gale the region warm. 
And by degrees unbind the wintry charm. 
The traveller a miry country sees. 
And journeys sad beneath the dropping trees : 
Like some deluded peasant. Merlin leads 
Throiigh fragrant bow'rs, and through deliciou& 

meads. 
While here enchanted gardens to him rise. 
And airy fabrics there attract his eyes. 
His wandering feet the magic paths pursue. 
And, while he thinks the fair illusion true. 
The trackless scenes disperse in fluid air. 
And woods, and wilds, and Ihorny ways appear^ 
A tedious road the weary wretch returns, 
ADd> as he goes^^ the transient vision mourns. 
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A WALK IN SPRING. 

M0NT60MBRY. 



I WANDER'D in a lonely glade, 
Where, issuing from the forest shade, 

A little mountain stream 
Along the winding valley play'd. 

Beneath the morning beam. 

Light o*er the woods of dark brown oak. 
The west-wind wreath 'd the hovering smoke. 

From cottage-roofs conceaVd, 
Below a rock abruptly broke. 

In rosy light reveal'd ; 

'Twas in the infancy of May, 

The uplands glow'd in green array, 

. Wfiilefrom the ranging eye. 
The lessening landscape stretch' d away. 
To meet the bending sky. 

*Ti8 sweet in solitude to hear 
'The earliest music of the year. 

The blackbird's loud wild note. 
Or, from the wintry thicket drear. 

The thrush's stammering throaty 
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lu rustic soUtude 'tis sweet ' 

The earliest flowers of spriag to greet» 

The violet from its tomb. 
The strawberry, creeping at oi^r feet. 

The sorrers simple bloom. 

Therefore I love the walks of spring,-^ ' 
While still I hear new warblers skig,. 

Fresh-opening bells 1 see ; 
Joy flits on every roving wing, 

Hope buds on every tretr. 

That morn I look'd and listienM long. 
Some cheering sight,^ some. woodland song» 

As yet unheard, iHiseen, ' - 
To welcome, with remembrance strongs 

Of days that once had Keen ; — 

When gathering flbwers, an eager child,. 
I ran abroad with rapture wild ; 

Or, on more curious quest, 
PeepM breathless through the copse, and smird. 

To see the linnet's nest. 

Already had I watch'd the flight' 

Of swallows darting through the light,. 

And mock'd the cuckoo's call ; , 
Already view' d, o'er. meadows bright. 

The evening rainbow fall. 

Now in my walk', with sweet surpris€f, 
I saw the first spring cowslip rise. 

The plant whose pensile flowers 
Bend to the earth their beauteous eyes, . 

In sunshine as in showers. 

Lonfe on a mossy bankjt grew, 

Where lichens, purple, white, and bliie,^,. 

Among the verdure crept ; 
It^yeHow ringlets, dropping dew, 
" The breezes lightly swept* . 
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A beer had uestled en its bl<M>iB9» 
He shook abroad their rich perfaiftei?* 

Then fled in airy rings ; 
His place a butterfly assumes. 

Glancing his. gtori^m i^rirngs^ 

O, welcome, as a friend! I cried; 
A friend throtfgh many a season tried^ 

Nor ever sought fn rain ; 
When May, with Flora at her side. 

Is dancing on the plain. 

Sure as the Pleiades adorn 
The slitterine coronet of morn,. 

In calm delicious hoars. 
Beneath their beams thy buds are bornei 

'Midst loventwakenTnfg shearers. 

Scatter'd by nature's grace<\»l hand 
In briery glens, o>r pasture land. 

Thy fairy tribes we meet ; 
Gay in the milk-maid's path they stand. 

They kiss her tripping feet. 

From winter's farm-yard bondage freed^ 
The cattle, bounding o'er the mead. 

Where green the herbage grows. 
Among thy fragrant blossoms feed. 

Upon thy ttifts tepose. 

Tossing his forelock o'er his mane. 
The foal, at rest upon the plain, 

Sports with thy flexile stalk, 
But stoops his little neck in vain 

To crop it in his walk. 

Where thick thy primrose blossoms play. 
Lovely and innocent as they. 

O'er coppice, lawns and dells. 
In .bands the rural children stray. 

To pluck thy ncctar'd bells ;— 
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Whose simple sweets, with cttriou^ skill> 
' The frugal cottage dapaes distU> 
. Nor envy France the vine. 
While many a festal cup they fill 
With Britain's homely winq* 

Unchanging Btill from year to yearj, 
Like stars returning in their sphere. 

With undiminishM rays. 
Thy vernal constellations cheer 

The dawn of lengthening day^,. 

Perhaps from Nature's earliest May > 
Imperishable 'midst decay. 

Thy self-renewing race 
Have breath'd their balmy lives away 

In this neglected place. 

And O, till Nature's final doom,' 
Here unmolested may they bloom. 

From scythe and plough secure ; 
This bank their cradle and their tomb,. 

While eartli and skies endure! 

Yet, lowly cowslip, while iu thee - 
An old, uualter'd friend I see. 

Fresh in perennial prime ; 
From Spring to Spring, behold in me 

The woes and waste of time* 

This fading eye aud withering mien. 
Tell what a sufferer I have.been^ 

Since more and more estcang'd. 
From hope to hope, from scene to scene. 

Through Folly's wilds I rang'd. 

Then fields and woods I. proudly spurn'd; 
From Nature's maiden love I turn'd. 

And woo'd the enchantress. Art; 
Yet while for her my fancy burn'd. 

Cold was my wretched heart ;-— 
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Tilly distanced in ambition^s race» 
Weary of pleasare^s joyless chace. 

My peace untimely slain ; 
Sick of the vorld» — I turn'd my face 

To fields and woods again. 

*Twa8 Spring : — my former haunts I found ; 
My fav'rite Sowers adorn'd the ground ; 

My darling minstrels play'd ; 
The mountains were with sunset crown' d. 

The vallies dun with shade. 

With lorn delight the scene I view'd, 
Past joys and sorrows were renew'd; 

My infant hopes and fears 
Look'd lovely* through the solitude 

Of retrospective years. 

And still in Memory's twilight bowers. 
The spirit of departed hours, 

With mellowing tints, pourtray 
The blossoms of life's vernal flowers. 

For ever fall'n away. 

Till youth's delirious dream is o'er. 
Sanguine with hope we look before, 

The ikiture good to find ; 
In age when error charms no more. 

For bliss we look behind. 



MORNING LANDSCAPE. 

, BLACKBT. 



NOW the r^sy orb of day. 

O'er the waves b'fegins to rise. 

Tinging with his glowing ray, 

June's unclouded morning skies. 
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With what joy the soaring lark 

Hails him with her matin song* 

As he upward soars ;-— aiui, hfirki 
How the shepherd pipes along. 

Now the peasant^s door unbars, 

White the housewife fills his .flask* 

He the ripping scythe prepares. 
Sharpened for its daily task. 

Anxious, waiting at its feety 

See poor Tray expectant stands. 

As the hoinely crust is .eat, 

For the morsel from his hand9<^ 

While the early-rising cock, 

Kouzes all his feathered brood ; 

And the fleecy pent-up (lock, 

Long to nip their dew-wash*d food* 

See the tripod now is plac'd ; 

. And the laughing dairy-*nucid 
Fills the frothy pail with haste. 

Underneath the elm-tree's shade. 

Loudly groans a trembling oak. 

While the forest deep resounds; 

Murra'riqg at the woodman's stroke. 
Widening still its gaping wounds! 

Smirking younkers now are seen. 
By their playful fancies led. 

In wild frolic on the green. 

Where the daisy rears its head. 



^ 
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MID-DAY. 

BLACKET. 



FROM the scorching heat of noon 
Panting cattle leave the glade; 

Faint the mower sits him down 
At the headland in the shade» 

Drooping lags thetoiliug ox. 

Heedless of the plougH-boy*s goad: 
Who, delighted, hears the clocks 

Speak the dinner on the road* 

In the fields appear the boys, 

Loos'd from school, in frolic gay* 

Echo, at the gladsome noise. 
Seems to share their holiday* 

Resting 'neath yon bow'ry tree* 

Shelter from the sun-beams, cool. 

See the flock,—- theheifers, see 
Plunging in the sullied pooU 

Close behind the motley crowd. 
See the cuf, with half-shut eye. 

Skulking lies, — and barks aloud 
At the traveller passing by. 

Now the tender flowers decay. 

Withered by the scorching heat^ 
And the warblers wing their way 

To the thicket's deep retreat* 
Pleas'd, the sun-embrowned «wain 

Hears the well-known halloo swell.. 
From the farm, across the plain, 

Siibstitute for dinner-bell! 

^ludibVing iii their liquid beds. 

Finny shoals now heedless lay ; 

While the sun, above their heads. 

Tells the blitzing nooa of day ! 

u 
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SUNSET. 

BLACKET 



Gently on the western waves^ 
See the buq reclines bU head. 

Faintly sjuiling as he laves* 
Placid, 00 his glassy bed. 

Gloomy frowns the mouritain steep* 
Now deserted by his beatas. 

Bending o*er the tioisy deep* 
Where it|» biaad^aHigab^d^w 

Dim' and faint the skiff is seen. 
Sailing to its destined pkw:e> 

Murky cloudings intervene, 

Leavicfg not the smallest trace. 

Hark ! the sheep dog's barking noise. 
From the wide stretch'd dewy woH, 

Faithful to the sfa^erd's voic^* 
Driving flocks withiu the fold, 

r 

Now, within his rustic shed 
The returniif§ peasant sees 

Supper on the table spn^ad. 

And his children clasp his knees^ 

Thro' the air, inloft^ flight. 

Rooks their evening course pursue. 

Still ascending in their flight, 

Keepifng still their wood in view* 

Now the landscape- s sunk from sigh>l. 
Homeward run the yoiithfal triuDy 
As the fast apprxMchtng night. 
Steals across the diuky pUinl 
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THE wearied hind is now at rest. 
And the emberM fire decays. 

While the cricket, latest guest, 
Cherape o*er the dying bhize. 

Slowly rittBg^o'er the hill, 

Cvnthia, bright, the prospect cheara) 
And her figure, on the rill, 

Lovely as herself appears. 

Morpheus now has banished care. 

And each breast enjoys repose. 
Save yon wretched lovelorn fair 

Breathing to the night her woes. 
Swift the silverM scene is changed. 

Tempests dark s^bscure the sight. 
Clouds of heaven's artillery rang'd. 

Muster on the brow of night. 

Dreadful howls the raging blast* 
Furious o'er creation driv'n. 

While the Atheist stares asfbast. 
Trembling at offended heav'n 1 

Wildly foams the surge,— and hark ! 

To the drowning seaman's groan S 
As the billow^beaten bark. 

Plunging, sinks for ever down ! 

Awful silence is restored! 

And the hurricane ia pass'd ! 
Quiet sleep the wind?, which roar*d 

O'er the desolated waste! 

Gracious now, the orbs of light 
Brighten updhe delug'd plains^ 

And tht; bell fron/ yonder height, 
Tells that traQ(][uil midnight reign«» 
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TO AN EARLY PRIMROSE. 

WHITE. 



MILD offspring of a dark and sollen aire ! 
Whose modest form, so delicately fine. 

Was iiuEs'd in whirling stormy 

And cradled in the winds. 

Thee, when, young Spring first questioned Winter** 

sway. 
And dar*d the sturdy blusterer to the fight. 

Thee on this bank he threw 

To mark his victory. 

In this low vale^ the promise of the year. 
Serene thou open'st to the nipping gale, 

Unnotic'd and alone. 

Thy tender elegance. 

So virtue blooms> brought forth amid the ^toriAS 
Of chill advetsity; in some lone walk 

Of life she rears her nead. 

Obscure and unobserVd, 

Whil6 every bleaching breeze that on h^r blows^ 

Chastens her spotless purity of breast. 
And hardens her to bear. 
Serene, the ills of life. ^ * 



MAY DAY A PASTORAL. 

MACMEIL. 



SEE t rob'd in new beauties, young May cheers the 
lawn! 

Ye virgins! how charming her air ! 
Haste ! cuil her fresh flow'rets dew dropping at dawu. 

And chaplete eptwine for your hair .' 
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Y^ ! wetre the gajr garland 1 e^h iiHime»t improftf 

life; )m»9 ite soft 9eaawi-r*-tb»t s^ftsm» ia Uve.. 
—Ah ! taste its fond joys while 'tis Hay* 

But lately I winded yon mountain's green jside;— 

U<mbk»fcl §mff^fm<m^vpmhf; 
I mark'd, as abm ft ekom*d tb^ spviog's op'uiag pnde^ 

The nh|itare tkul bea«^*d in bef eye : 
Her fav'rite young lambkins rah bleating aroii|i^» ' 

Their fteecea wt«re whiter tba» «l€iw-! . 
Thfi cliib oroiiiii*d with oak wood* r^tum^ tjhe soft 
s^und; 

The^tili h^e gleam'd placid b^lQWi, 

•* How happy" she cned» **in sonie sheltered retreat^ 

^« WiA iMribkbs and flecks bleating niglH 
^^ Ip m^ stMWHCovcr'di <:ottag0, though hui^blf yet 
nmitj 
*^ I could Imyrvfand c^gtiei^ted would die!. 
9* TWa ••k nKWftng m^VAtaiii wi^ld w^Mrd wiAter^ 
blast ; 
'< Yoa lake teaieh cOQi^laiut |o be stall; 
«* HtaltK inii»lhr» peas^a^d teiQp<$]?aA€e cr#w^ tbf 
repast, 
•< Aad fredbn»-r4M«i\d ligb^^'^s the bill!" . > 

A glance that escaped the dear maid at the time. 

Half whisperM a wish was untold 5 — 
** And would ipy *£piir shepherdess deem it a crime 

<* If Edwin weve ^uard to the fold ?*' 
I told my soft" wiak^^ sh« sv^eetl^ replied. 

Ye virgins her veic^ waa divine I 
** I've rich ones rej^eted, su^^d great ones denied, 

*' But take mej^fj^ttd sh^hcrd ! — I'm thine." 

Her look was so artless ! her accent so mild ! 

Her candour so sweetly expressed ! 
1 gazM on her beauties as blushing she smiVd, 

And clasped the lov'd maid to my breast! 

* CuoDingbam^s Content 

H3 
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The primrose in clusters breathM fragrance arottod. 
And witness'd the vows that were given ; 

The lark, that sat list'aing, soar*d swift from the 
ground, .^ 

And warbled the contract in heaven. 

Yon cottage, where woodbines so fondly entwine* 

We've chose for our humble retreat. 
Where Truth^s soften'd murmars raise musings di- 

• vine, 

'Tis there my lovers lambkins shall bleat ! 
There friendship shall lure modest worth to our dooi:> 

And shelter from care's wintr^ blast. 
Content, deck'd in smiles, spread her pastoral store. 

And my fairest prepare the repast ! 

Thus fix'd what imports it, ye great ones and vain. 
Though splendour .with-hold her false gleam^ 

If pleas'd with our littie, and strangers to pain. 
Life glides placid by like yon stream ? 

While health, heavenly goddess, smiles buxom and 

Shall we murmur that wealth comes not nigh ? 
When thy charms, independence! thus prompt the 
free lay, 
^nd the muse, lark^ike, soars to the sky ! 
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MORNI?srG, 
Written during Sickness. 

WHITE. 



BEAMS of the dav break faint ! I hail 

Your dubious hues, as on the robe 
Of nighty which wraps the slumb'ring globe^ 

I mark your traces pale* 
Tir'd with the taper's sickly light. 
And with the wearying, number'^ i^ight,, 

I hail the streams of morn divine ? 
And lo ! they break between the dewy wreathes 

That round my rural casement twine : 
The friesh gale o'er the green lawn breathes. 
It fans my fev'rish brow— it calms the mental strife^ 
And cheerily re-illumes the lambent flame of life. 

The lark has her gay song begun. 

She leaves her grassy nest ; 
And soars 'till the unriaen sun 

Gleams on her speckled breast. 
Now let me leave my restless bed. 
And o'er the spangled uplands tread ; 

Now through the c.ustom'd wood-walk wend* 
By many a screen lane lies my way, 

Wher^e high o'er head the wild briers bend, 
*Till on the mountain's summit ^rey, 
I sit me down and. mark the glorious dawn of day« 

Oh, Heaven ! the soft refreshing gale. 

It breathes into my breast ; 
My sunk eye gleams, ray cheek so pale. 

Is with new colours drest. 
Blythe health ! thou soul of life and ease ! 
Come thou too, on the balmy breeze. 

Invigorate my frame : 
J'll join with thee the buskin'd chase ; 
With ihee the distant clime will trace,, 

BeycM;id.^hose clouds of flame. 
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Above, below, what chanas unfold. 

Id all the varied View ; 
Before me all k» burni^h'd gotdj 

Behind the twilight's hue. 
The mists which on Old Night await. 
Far to the west they hold their state; 

They shun the clear blue face of HeK>rn ; 

Along the fine eerulean sky. 

The fleecy clouds successive §y, 
While bright prismatic bearae tbeir shadowy folds 
adorn. 

And hark ! the thatcher has begun 
^ His whistle on the eaves ; 

And oft the hedger's bill is heard 

Among th^ rustling leaves. 
The slow team creaks upon the roaJ; 

The noisy whip resounds ; 
The driver's voice, his carol bly the. 
The mower's stroke, his whetting scythe^ 

Mix with the moriuDg sooma* 

Wbo would not rather take bis seat 

Beneath these clumps of tpefe8^ 
The early dawn of day to greet. 

And catch the healthy breeze : 
Th^n on the silken couch cf slotk 

Luxunfws' to Ke : 
Who would npt from li^*&dpea^ waste» 
Snatch, when he could*, with eager haste, 

Ai> interval ef joy ^ 

To him who simply thus recounts 

The morning's pleasures a*ttr. 
Fate dooms, ere long, the, scene flaust closed 

To ope oa hin no mere^ 
Yet, morning ! unrepining siiil. 

He'll greet thy beam a awhile. 
And surely then, wheu> o'er his gfAvc^ 
Solemn the whisp'ring willows wavo^. 

Wilt sweetly on him smJl^e ; 
Ar\d the pale gVow-»w.orm'» peiitive light 
Will guide his ghostly walk ia M^^ ^M. moenlese 
night. 
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LINES 
fFrUien ai the Coho$y ot Falls of the Mohawk River. 

MOOB£. 



FROM rise of morn till set of 8un» 

I've seen the mighty Mohawk ruq. 

And as I inark*d the woods of pine» 

Along hU mirror darkly shine. 

Like tall and gloomy forms that pass 

Before the wizard*8 midnight glass ; 

And as I view*d the hurrying pace. 

With which he ran his turbid race. 

Rushing, alike untir'd and wild. 

Through shades that frown'd, and flowers that 

smil'dy 
Flying by every green recess. 
That woo*d him to its calm caress; 
Yet, sometimes turning with the wind. 
As if to leave one look behind. 
Oh! I have thought, and, thinking, 8igh'd» 
How like to thee thou restless tide I 
May be the lot, the life of him 
Who roams aloag the water^s brim ! 
Through what alternate shades of woe. 
And flowers of joy my path may go: 
How many an humble, still retreat 
May rise to court my weary feet. 
While still pursuing, still unblest, 
1 wander on, nor dare to rest ! 
But, urgent as the doom that calls 
' Thy water to its destined falls, 
I see the worUVs bewildering force 
Hurry my heart's devoted course 
From lapse to lapse, till life be done. 
And the lost current cease to run ! 
Oh may my falls be bright »3 thine I 
May heaven's forgiving rainbow shine 
Upon the mist that circles me, 
As soft, as now it hangs on thee I 
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DE&MODY. ! 

SOW when the sun with lew enamoaWd beam» 
ights the faiat blushes of the fading year. 
Oh teach me, matron staid. 
To woo thy tender calm ! 

For much I love the languish of tfaioe €ye> 
Luxurious streamed o*er each congenial scenes 

That lends to all aroand 

A delicate repose ; 

Whether thy evening clouds their skirts unfold 
Of paler purple, through thci forest^gloom 

Effusing partial streaks 

From their ethereal glow! 

Or thi^ blue bosom of the tranquil lake. 
Where silence sits amid the dusky streamti^ 

Scarce undnlatin^, heaves. 

Thy cbasien'd smite beneath : 

Thy auburn locks ^lith dewy woodbine drest« 
Ere yet the sere wreath witbera on thy btHMr» 

Or brumal blasts deform 

Thy stole of sob^r green* 

Oft, mid the leafy wilderness of shade. 
Through its obscure recesses moaning deep^ 

But yet without a wind. 

Conduct my devious step. 

Nor seldom let me catch the softer dash 
Of distant water, from sofae witlowy sluice^ 

Prone to its pebbled bed, 

Boundi ng i n faery fall ; 

Or cnrfew^s slumVrous swing from village spire & 
Or hollow hum of whispering voices near. 

Homeward returning late ; 

Or watch-dog s sullen bay. 
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Meanwhile the mellow swell of past* ral flute^ 
Xay from her thicket lure the Attic bird. 

With one sad-closin«^ strain 

To harmonize the whole. 

Then will the muse, (the muse, thy handinaid fair,) 
When all the hamlet's hashM in silence sweet. 

Resume her solemn song. 

Her song of grateful praise : 

For, ever in thy rear is Genius seen. 
Inly conversing with himself; and then 

Contrasting with each sight. 

The creatures of the mind. 

Thine wisdom too ; and rapt devotion thine, 
List*ning the sphfery chirae with pauseful ear; 

Sage meditation still. 

And eagle-pinioii'd thought. 

While those too, brighter yet, that troop behind,—- 
Content, blythe cbtld of labour well repaid, 

(Who laughfng leads along 

Brown harvest's buxom form. 

The poppy nodding mid her sheafy crest,) 

And vintage flush'd with his own ruddy grape, — 

Complete thy festal train, 

Superior to assault ; 

Well, loveliest Autumn, mayst thou mock the rage 
Of Winter, surly dotard, following fierce. 

With fVozen breath malign^ 

To blight thy later blooms; 

Nor need'st thou yet the full voluptuous glare 
Of summer envy, more divinely drest 

By nature's lib'ral hand 

In plenitude and peace. 
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WINTER, a Dirge. 

BURNS. 



THE wintry west extends his bllist. 

And hail and rain does blaw; 
Or, the stormy north sends driving forth ' 

The blinding sleet and snaw : 
While tumbling brown, the burn comes dowq» 

And roars frae bank to brae; 
And bird and beast in covert rest. 

And pass the heartless day, 

" The sweeping blast, the sky o'ercast,*'* 

The joyless winter-day. 
Let others fear, to me more' dear 

Than all the pride of May : 
The tempest's howl, it soothes my soul, . 

My griefs it seems to join, 
The leafless trees my fancy please. 

Their fate resembles mine! 

Thou Pow'r Supreme, whose mighty scheme 

These woes of mine fulfil. 
Here, firm,. I rest, they must be best,- 

Because they are Thy will 1 
Then all I want (O, do thou grant 

This one request of mine!) 
Since to enjoy thou dostdeny. 

Assist me t0 resign. 

♦ Dr. YoiiBg. 
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GRONGAR HILL. 

DYER. 



SILENT Nymph, with curious eye! 

Who, the purple ev'ning, lie 

On the mountain's lonely van. 

Beyond the noise of busy man ; 

Painting fair the form of things. 

While the yellow linnet sings; 

Or the tuneful nightingale 

Charms the forest with her tale ; 

Come, with all thy various hues, . 

Come, and aid thy sister Muse ; 

Now, while Phoebus riding high. 

Gives lustre to the land and sky ! 

Grongar hill invites my song, 

Draw the landscape bright and strong ; 

Grongar, in whose mossy cells,. 

Sweetly musing, quiet dwells ; 

Grongar, in whose silent shade. 

For the modest Muses made. 

So oft I have, the even still. 

At the fountain of a rill. 

Sat upon the flowVy bed. 

With ray hand beneath my head: 

And stray'd my eyes o'er Towy's flood, 

Over mead and over wood. 

From house to house, from hill to hill. 

Till contemplation had her fill. 

About hischequer'd sides I wind. 
And leave his bi"ooks and meads behind. 
And groves and grottos where I la}'. 
And vistoes shooting beams of day ; 
Wider and wider spreads the vale ; 
As circles on a smooth canal : 
The mountains round, (unhappy fate, 
Sooner or later, of all height f) 
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Withdraw their summits from the skies^ 
And lessen as the others rise : 
Still the prospect wider spreads, 
Adds a thousand woods and meads; 
Still it widens, widens still. 
And sinks the newly-risen hill. 

Now I gain the mouutain^s hrow, 
AVhat a landscape lies below ! . 
No clouds, no vapours inter vene* 
But the gay, the open scene. 
Does the face of nature show. 
In all the hues of heaven's bow ! 
And, swelling to embrace the lights 
Spreads arpund beneath the sight. 

Old castles on the cliffs arise 
Proiidly tow'ring in the skies ! 
Rushing from the woods, the spires 
Seem from hence ascending fires I 
Half his beams Apollo sheds 
On the yellow mountain-heads ! 
Gilds the fleeces of the flocks; 
And glitters on the broken roCks ! 

Below me trees unnumber'd rise. 
Beautiful in various dyes : 
The gloomy pine, the poplar blue. 
The yellow beech, the sable yew. 
The slender fir that taper grows, 
The sturdy oak with broad-spread boughs. 
And beyond the purple grove. 
Haunt of Phillis, queen of love*! 
Gaudy as the opening dawn. 
Lies a long and* level lawn. 
On whieh a dark hill, steep and high> 
Holds and charms the wand*nng eye ; 
. Deep are his feet in Towy's flood. 
His sides are cloth'd with waving wood> 
Ancient towers crown his brow, 
^hat cast au awful look below ; 
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Whose rasged walls the ivy creeps* 
And with her atms from falline keeps ^^ 
So both a safety from the wind 
One mutual dependence find. 



I 



I 



"Tis now the raven's bleak abode ;' 
*Tis now the apartment of the toad » . 
. And there the fox securely feeds ; 
And there the poisonous adder breeds, 
ConceaVd in ruins, moss, and weeds; 
While, ever and anon, there falls 
Huge heaps of hoary moulder'd walLs.. 
Yet time as seen, that lifts the low, . 
And level lays the lofty brow. 
Has seen this broken pile complete. 
Big with the vanity of state ; 
But transient is the smile of fate ! 
A little rule, a little sway, 
A sun-beam in a winter's day. 
Is all the proud and mighty have 
Between the cradle and the grave. , 

And see the rivers how thev run 
Thro' woods and meads, in shade and sun> . 
Sometimes swift and sometimes slow. 
Wave succeeding wave, they go 
A various journey to the deep. 
Like human life to endless sleep ! 
Thus is nature's vesture wrought. 
To instruct Uur wand'ring thought ; ; 
Thus she dresses green and gavy , 
To disperse our cares away. 

Ever chaimiug, ever new* 
When will the landscape tive the view ? 
Thie fountain's fall, the river's, flow. 
The woody vallies, warm and low ; > 
The windy summit, wild and faaghy 
Roughly rushing on the sky I 
The pleasant seat, the rain'd tow'r« 
Tb^ aaked rock, the sha4y bow'r : 
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Thus winged larks forsake their native nest. 
The merry minstrels of the morn ; 
New to heav'n they mount away^^ 
And meet again no more. 

All things decay ; — the forest like the leaf; 
Great kingdoms fall ; the peopled globe^ 
Planet-struck, shall pass awny ; 
Heavens with their hosts expire; 

But hope's fair visions, and the beams ofjoys 
Shall cheer my bosom : I will sing 
Nature's beauty. Nature's birtn^ 
And heroes, on the lyre* 

Ye Naiads ! blue-eyed sisters in the wood ! 
Who by old oak, or storied stream. 
Nightly tread your mystic maze. 
And eharm'd the wandering moon. 

Beheld thy poet's eye ; inspire my dreams 
With visions, like the landscapes fair 
Of heaven's bliis, to dyVng sainta 
By guardian angels drawn-. 

Fount of the forest ! in thy poet's laya 
Thy waves shall flow : this wreath of flow'c«>v 
Gatber'd by Anna's hand, 
I ask to bind my brow* 
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SPRINa 

A. M. PQRTEH. 



GREEN-ROB'D goddess! &vr and youngs 
From Venus and Apollo sprung ;— 
B1ue-ey*d» liiy-bosom'd fiiir ! 
With smiling lips and flowing hair;--> 
Come with all thy festive hours» 
Drest in coronets of flow' rs. 
Such as thy own April llin^ 
^ From his dew*impearkd wings ; 
Violets, cowslips » and the rose. 
That yellow in the meadow grows ; 
Snowndrops pure, and lilies pale. 
That love to linger in the vale r— 
Come, and from those swimming eyeSjL ** 
Where cupids lurk, and rapture ties. 
Scatter glories o'er the earth, 
Such as may awake to birth 
£v*ry loit'nng fiower that dwells. 
Clos'd within its icy cells.— ^ 
Hither turn thy buskia'd feet». 
Haste, thy Zephyr us to, meet. 
And with him delighted rove,. 
Thro' ev'ry wood, and ev'ry grove; 
Bidding ev'ry bird awake 
That drooping sits in dell or brake.<«— 
Spring! for thee, with looks elate. 
The youths implore, tiie maidens wait ; 
And ev'ry plant, and ev'ry tree 
Sighs, and buds, and dVoops for thee 
See! the lilac longs to pour 
O'er verdant earth, her purple show'er I 
And> waving o?er the field, behold 
The soft liburnum's splendid gold 
Swells in vain, and longs to cast 
Her blossoms, oa the sounding blast ;-^ 
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While no^ the almondy blushing deep, . 
* Wakens from her careless s1eep» 
And glowing, kindling, waits alone 
Thy presence to proclaim the^e knowm. 

Oh ! hither haste ! for oft I sigh 
For April's earth, :and April's sky; 
I pant to mark thy varied day, 
To bless thy smiles, to heil thy sway : 
To wander with thee thro' thy bow'rs,. 
Enjoy thy suii» aad feel thy showerai* 



AUTUMNAL EVENING, 

COBBOLD*. 



SLOW rolls the tide advan^^ing on the sherey 
The gliding barque expands its swelling sail ; ; 

Soft sounds the gentle dashing of the oar 
That aids the impulse of the dying gales. 

Behind yon western hill the sun retires. 
Half veil'd in mi^ts the glories of his head. 

While scatter'd clouds reflect his parting fires. 
And tint the azure flood witli streaks of rod. . 

W^hat varied glows -the eye delighted views 
Mellow'd and blended by autumnal skieft! V 

Each melting into each, the vivid hues 
Like regulated passions harmonize* 

Happy the man whom smiles may still surrotwidy 
Who gaily can th' approach of a^e perceive; 

Whose latest hours with cheerfulness are crown'djs 
Sereae aad bright as tlud aujtumnal e\;e. . 



Digitized 



by Google 



POETICAL SELECTIONS. 93^ 

ODE TO LEVEN-WATER. 

SMOLLET. 



ON Leven's banks, while free to rove. 
And tune the rural pipe to love ; 
I envied not the happi^t «wain 
That ever trod th' Arcadian plain. 

Pure stream, in whose transparent wave 
My youthful limbs I wont to lave : 
No torrents stain thy limpid source: 
No rocks impede thy dimpling course. 
That sweetly warbles o'er its bed. 
With white, round, po1ish*d pebbles spreads 
While, lightly pois*d^ the scaly brood 
In myriads cleave thy chrystal flood ; 
The springing trout in speckled pride; 
The salmon, monarch of the ti^e; 
The ruthless pike, intent on war ; 
The silver eel, and .mottled par* 
Devolving from thy parent lake, 
A charming maze thy waters make, 
By bowers of birch, and groves of pine^ 
And edges flowered wit}i eglantine. 

Still on thy banks so gaily green. 
May num'rous herds and flocks be ^een. 
And lasses chaunting o'er the pail. 
And shepherds piping in the dale* 
And ancient Faith, that knows no guiles 
And Industry embrown'd with toil, 
. And hearts resolv'd, and hands prepar*dj 
The blessing they enjoy to guards 



Digitized 



by Google 



94 PO£TICAL SfiLECTIOMS. 

THE OAK OF OUR FATHERS. 

ANONYMOUS. . 



ALAS for the Oak of our Fathers that stood 
In its beauty, the glory and pride of the wood ! 

It grew and it flouri«h'd for many an age, 

And many a tempest wreak'd on it its ragfe, 

But when its strong branches were bent with the blast. 

It struck its roots deeper, and fiourish*d more fast. 

Its head tower'd high, and its branches spread round. 
For its roots were struck deep, and its heart it was 

sound; 
The bees o'er its honey*dew'd foliage play'd. 
And the beasts of the forest fed under its shade. 

The Oak of our Fathers to Freedoai was dear. 

Its leaves were her crown, and its wood was her spear> . 

Alas for the Oak of our Fathers that stood 

In its beauty, the glory and pride of the wood ! 

There crept up an ivy and clung round the trunks 
It struck in its mouths, and its juices it drunk ; 
The branches grew sickly deprived of their food. 
And the Oak was no longer the pride of the wood* 

The foresters saw and they gathered around. 
Its roots still were fast, and its heart still was sound ;.. 
They lopt off the boughs that so beautiful spread. 
But the ivy they spared on its vitals that fed. 

No longer the bees o'er its honey-dews play'd. 
Nor the beasts of the forest fed undfer its shade 
Lopt and mangled th'^ trunk- in its ruin is seen, 
A monument now what its beauty has been. 

The Oak has received its incurable wound. 
They have loosened. the roots, though the heart may 
be sound ; 
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What the travellers at distance green flourishing see. 
Are the leaves of the ivy that niin*d the tree. 

>Alas ! for the Oak of our Fathers that stood 
la its beauty, the glory and pride of the wood ! 



THE HAPPY RETREAT. 

HILLi 



HIGH o'er the win.ding of a cliffy shore. 
From whose v^orn steep the black'nmg surges roar. 
My friend (how blest !) in quiet plenty Ijves, 
'Rich in the unbought wealth which nature gives : 
UnpUnted groves rise round his sheltered seat. 
And self-sown flowers attract his wand'ring feet; 
Lengths of wild garden his near views adorn. 
And far-seen fields, wave with domestic corn. 

The grateful herds, which his own pastures feed. 
Pay their ask*d lives, and, in due tribute, bleed. 
Here, in learn'd leisure, he relaxes life, 
'Twixt prattling children and a smiling wife. 
Here, on dependent want he sheds his care, 
"Moves amid smiles, and all he hears is — pray'r. 
The world lies round him, like s subject soil, 
Stor'd for his service, but beneath his toil. 

Hence, in a morning walk, his piercing eye 
Skims the gfeen ocean to the circling skyJ 
And marks, at distance, some returning sail, 
Wing'd by the courtship of a flatt'ring gale. 

■ The fearless crew, concluding danger o'er. 
With gladd'niag shouts salute the opening shore; 
They think how blest they may their gai ris employ. 
And antedate their scenes of promisM joy ; 
Till a near quick-sand checks their shortened way. 
And the sunk ir,?sts point through the rising spray. 
Felix starts, sad ! revolves the changeful sight. 
Where misery can so soon succeed delight; 
Then shakes his head, in pity of their fate. 
And, sweetly conscious, hugs his happier state. 
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THE STORM. 
Huabis. 



SO from the shore they lauuchM^ 
Bound to no port, but destinM on a cruise^ 
A morning's cruise for fish. PleasM was the youth; 
With utmost joy he saw the wood recede, 
Beheld his cottage dwindled to a speck. 
Observed the snow white cliffs to right and lei^ 
Unfolding their wide'barrier to his view. 
And felt the boat bound quickly o*er the wi^ves. 
Light as a cork. He took the helm, rejoic'd, 
, Aad right before the wind held on his course. 
Unheeding! 'Twas in vain his busy friends 
Advis'd a different course, to gain with ease 
The shore he left. He carelessly went on. 
And never dream'd of danger and delay 
Never experienced. Fast into the waves 
Sinks the far distant shore. The lofty cliff 
Stoops to the water, and his hoary brew 
At every wave seems buried in the flood. 
And now the gloomy clouds collect. A storm 
Comes mutt'ring o'er the deep, and hides the sun, 
Hush'd is the breeze, and the high-lifted wave. 
Portending speedy danger, to the shore. 
In lurid silence, rolls. In tenfold gloom 
The stormy south is wrapt, and his grim frown 
Imparts unusual horror to the deep. 
Now to- the shore too late young Gilbert turns. 
The breeze is sunk, and o'er the mountain waves 
Labours the bark in vain. To the stout oar 
The fisher and his son repair, and pull, 
Alarm'd for safety, 'till their flowing brows 
Trickle with dew. And oft the anxious youth 
Looks back amaz'd, and sees the lightning play^ 
And hears the thunder, and beholds a sea ', 
Heady to burst upon him. Oft he thinks 
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Of Anna and Sophia, and of thee, 
Much-lov'd Maria, and thy aged sire. 
Never perhaps again to walk with you. 
To hear you speak, to live upon your smiles. 
Ye hapless pair! what shall become of you. 
No brother to defend you and no father ! 

But fast the storm increases. The strong flash 
Incessant gleams upon the curling wave. 
Round his dark throne, in awful majesty , 
The thunder marches ; his imperious roar 
Shakes the proud arch of heav'n. And now the show'r 
Begins to drop, and the unsteady gust 
Sweeps to the shore, and stoops the flying boat 
£*en to the brink. Small distance then, my friendl* 
'Twixt life and death ; a mere hair*s breadth. And 

yet 
Far, very far, appears the wish'd-for port. 
And lo! between yon rocks, now seen, now lost. 
Buried in foam, and high the milky surge 
Rolls its proud cataract along the shore. 
Access denying. To the frowning clifl^ 
Approach not. Murk the strong recoiling wave : 
E'en to the base of the high precipice 
It plunges headlong, and the stediast Hill 
Wears with eternkl battery. No bark 
Of forty times your strength in such a sea 
Could live a moment ! 'Twere enough to wreck 
A British navy, and her Moutest oak 
Shiver to atoms. 



Digitized 



by Google 



98 JPOBTICAL SELECTIONS* 

TO A SPRING. 

COLERIDGE. 



ONCE more, sweet stream ! with slow foot waud - 
ring near, 
I bless thy milky waters, cold and clear. 
Escap'd the flashing of the noon-tide hours, 
"With one fresh garland of Pierian fllow'rs, 
fEre from thv zephyr-haunted brink I turn) 
My languid liand shall wreath thy mos^ urn. 
For not thro' pathless grove, with murmur rude. 
Thou soothest the sad wood-nymph. Solitude: 
Nor thine unseen in cavern depths to dwell. 
The Hermit-fountain of some dripping cell J 
Pride of the Vale ! thy useful streams supply 
The scattered cots and peaceful hamlet nigh. 
The elfin tribe around thy friendly banks. 
With infant uproar, and soul-soothing pranks. 
Released from school, their little hearts at rest. 
Launch paper navies on thy waveless breast. 
The rustic here at ev*, with pensive look. 
Whistling lorn ditties, leans upon his crook ; 
Or, starting, pauses, with hope-mingled dread. 
To list the much-lov'd maids accustom'd tread : 
She, vainly minded of her dame's command. 
Loiters, the loiig-filPd pitcher in her hand- 
Unboastful stream 1 thy fount, with pebbled falls. 
The faded form of past delight recalls, 
What time the morning sun of hope arose. 
And all was joy, save when anbther's woes 
A transient gloom upon my soul impressed. 
Like passing clouds irttpictur'd on my breast. 
Life's current then. ran sparkling to the noon, 
- Or silv'ry stole beneath the pensive ujoon. 
Ah ! now it works rude brakes and th©rns among. 
Or o'er the rough rock bursts, and foams along t 
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NOVEMBER. 

PEB.FECT, 



AH ! whither bright God of the Spring, 

Art thou and thy blessings withdrawn ^ - 
The warblers that prune the gay wing 

No longfcr enliven the lawn. 
Ye brecEes of softness, ah I where 

Are you and your odours exird ? 
No longer yOu sport through the air. 

Invitingly pleasant and mild. ' 

Of verdure the loss do we moan ; 

Lament that the sun's soothi n g ray » 
To climates more southern are gone. 

And darkened our spiritless days I 
Such feelings are common to all ; 

Lo ! Nature shall sympathize too ; 
Who, tho' she descends to her fall. 

At intervals smiles on the view. 

Does the woodcock, itinerate, come. 

For nurture solicit our plains; 
Ah ! why thus abandon his home 

To crimson the sport of our swain?, 
Who rise with the dawn for their game. 

And pierce tho' the spring and the copse^ 
With eagerness level their aim, 

Whea the emigrant flutters and drops I 

Ye streams, that ran purling along. 

Your banks your own Flora has fled. 
And Philomel issues no song 

From willows that bower'd her head r 
The bleating of lambs from the fold 

No longer in symphony blends; ' 
No tale of soft passion is told 

Where, arching, the sycamore bends* 



Digitized 



by Google 



IDO FOtmCKli SELfiCTlOm. 

Ah ! where is the couch of green moss* 

Which erst for my Delia I fband. 
As cheerfal we wander'd across 

The cowslip and daxsjr-dress^d groand i 
No more to the 'bine-twisted bow'r 

With Delia, delighted, I run. 
In coolne$» to pass the still hour. 

Eluding the beat of the sun. 

See ! Nature so pensire is grown. 

Her tears steep in dew all the plain ; 
Congenial to hers is my own. 

But avails not our mutual pais : 
November, the tom-b of tb« year. 

Usurps with tyrannical hand ; 
His horrors successive appear, 

Successive stalk over the land ; 

His glooms all arounc) us arise; 

Does Sol with less lustre appear, 
Beam pale from hi« throne iu the skies. 

Or shine unempower*d to cheer ? 
Your 'funeral notes J n the wind 

I hear, ye disconsolate shades !-^ ' 
Your foliage^ so sickly resign'd, 
"^ Shrouds over the fac« of the glades. 

To pine and weep over your bier 

Melpomene sl^ll not refuse ! 
The fall of the leaf and the year 

Such heart-feeling aorrow renews : 
While tunelesaand sad, as the breeze^ 

Are the strains that arise from the spray 
Of the nakedy cold, quiv'ring trees,— 

Sepukchfal sad signs of decay ! 

Might &ncy» ejceursive of wing. 
When all is so balefnl and bleak. 

In simile venture to sing. 

Your copse on the lawn let her seek : 
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The yew, in its centre, compare 

To some prelate, whose rev'rend head 

Reciinev, sympathetic, with care 
To close the last rites of the dead. 

Who knows, but that priest of the shade 

By nature herself is ordained. 
In vestments too sacred to fade, 

And thro' every season sustained ; 
In spring to invite the warm breeze 

'That awakens the bud as it blows; 
In summer to guard the green trees, . 

In winter to hush all their woes ? 

Does ought soothe the blAst on the heath. 

The griefs that arise from the grove. 
The rigours above and beneath ,*-> 

'Tis.undi3guis'd friendship and love : 
Those myrtles of' peace and repose. 

Cherubic content as their guide, 
But soften the season of woes, 

And make all its terrors subside. . 

Then where docs my Celadon rove,- 

The friend of my analizM breast? — 
And where is. the Empress of Love, 

My.Delia» with innocence blest ? . 
Can winter to Celadon bring 

The troubles which friendship annoy ? 
Or Lethe e'er venture to spring , 

O'er such a.pure fountain of joy L >t 

Shall Delia, whose heart is the seat 

Where love the most faithful is stor'd. 
Unfeelingly fly my retreat. 

By winter's obtrusion ex plor'd? 
Ko, Celadon, no ;- to complain 

Of goodness attached to thy heart. 
Would cross our connection with pain>, 

Ungrateful iaane to impart* . - 
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Integrity, artlets of foriDf > 

In vQst of sincerity's thine : 
UnrufHed, unhurt by the storm t 

Though tempests of Hfe »xM combine : 
Let winter approach to destroy 

The comforts, thy presence can bring. 
When Celadon comes we'll c^ijoy. 

And soften his gloom into spring. 

Nor let me of Delia complain, 

Tho' the trees their gay verdure resign ; 
The North bids his tyrannies reign, 

And Phoebus, for clouds, cannot shine : 
She comes ! »■ ..in her presence is love*^— 

Her. eyes are the heralds of joy ! ■ 
^ November no longer can prove 

The season of grief and annoy. 



THE PEASANT OF THE ALPS, 

CHAHLOTTE SMITH. 



WHERE cliffs arise, by winter crown'd. 
And through dark groves of pine around, 

Down the chasms the snow-fed torrents foam. 
Within some hollow, sheltered from the storms^ 
Tne Peasant of the Alps his cottage forms. 

And builds his humble, happy home* 

Unenvy'd is the rich domain. 

That far beneath him on the plaia 
Waves its wide harvests and its olive groves : 

More dear to him his hut, with plaintain thatch'd* 

Where long his unambitious heart attached. 
Finds all his wishes, all he loves.. 

. There dwells the mistress of his heart. 
And love, which teaches every art, 

Has bid him dress tne spot with fondest care : 
When borrowing from the vale its fertile soiU 
He climbs the precipice with patient toU» 

7* plant her favourite flow'rets there* 
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With native sbrabs, aa hardy race* 
There the green myrtle finds a place. 

And roses there, the dewy leaves decline : 

While from the crags abrupt and tangled steeps. 
With bloom and fruit the Alpine berry peeps. 

And, blushing, mingles with the vine* 

His garden's simple produce stor'd. 

Prepared for him by hands adorM, 
Is all the little luxury he knows : 

And by the same dear hands are soflly spread 

The Chamois* velvet spoil that forms th« be4 
Where in her arms he finds repose. 

But absent from the calm abode. 
Dark thunder y;athers round his jroad> 

Wild raves the wind, the arrowy lightnings i!ash» 
Returning quick the murmuring rocks among^ 
His faint be^rt trembling as he winds a^ 

Alarm'd — he listens to the crash* 




Of rifted ice ! — Oh, man of woef 

O'er his dear cot^-a mass of snow. 
By the storm severed from the cliff aboveT^ 

Has fairn and buried in its marble breast. 

All that for him> lost wretch ! the world pos^e^t^ 
His home, his happiuess^ his love I 

Aghast the heart-struck moumef stands* 
GlazM are his eyes, convuU*d his hands I 

Overwhelming anguts^ checks his labouring breath ; 
Crush*d by despair's intolerable weight. 
Frantic he seeks the mountain's giddiest heigh t» 

Aad headlong seeks relief in deatht. 
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MORNING AND EVENING. 
A Fragments 

ANONYMOUS.. 



THE glowing Morning, crowned with youthful roses^ 

Bursts on the world, in virgin sweetness smiling; 

And as she treads, thewaking flowers expand. 

Shaking their dewy tresses. Nature's choir 

Of untaught minstrels blend their various powers. 

In one grand anthem, emulous to salute 

Th* approaching king of day; and vernal Hope 

Jocund trips forth to meet the healthful breeze,. 

To mark th'' expanding bud> the kindling sky, * 

And join the general paean. 

While, like a matron, who has long since done 

With the gay scenes of life ; whose children all: 

Have sunk before her on the lap of earth ; 

Upon whose mild, expressive face the sun 

Has left a smile, that tells of former joys; 

Grey Eve walks forth, in pensive silence musing*. 

As the mind triumphs o'er the sinking frame ; 

So, as her form decays, her starry beams 

Shed bright'ning lustre, till on Night's still boson^t 

Serene she sinks, and gently dies away : 

While on the rising breeze sad melodies 
(Sweet as the notes that soothe the dyiho- pillow,. 
When angel music calls the saint to heaven) 
Come gently floating : — 'tis the requiem 
Cbaunted by Philomel for day departed. 
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SPRING. 

ANONYMOUS. 



BORNE on the earliest sunbeam, hither brinff 
Thy woodland wreath, soul-renovating Spring; 
The wild wave froui its icy prison flows. 
And vernal winds have chased the northern snows : 
Night has her clouds in even balance hung 

O'erall creation*s face, and bright-wing*d Day 
From pole to pole diffused an equal ray, 
'And pealing gusts old Winter's knell haverung. 

Then linger not, thou soft, enchanting Spring! 
Thee Nature wooes her shattered lyre to string. 

Where late the polar gale. 

With sadly-solemn wail. 
Deep murmuring, shook his snowy-feathered wing; 
And Echo, wildly starting from her cave; 
On the infuriate blast did madly rave* 

Oh ! look not thus uncertain through the gloom 
Of skies, yet weeping o'er the savage wreck 
Of the rude North ; but haste thy bowers to deck, 

And scatter bfossoms on pale Winter's tomb ! 
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Thou com'st, but ^^ith n.l2U()guui grace r 
O'erthebe^Httieaof thy face ''**, . 

The snoW-drop sheds her melancholy h=ue»: 
Thy tress^yet are huag with frosted dewa ; 
And every breeze that wanders in thy tratn^ 
Shakes from her heavy v^ing the dropping fain.. 

But soon shall blushing May appear> * 

Loveliest daughter of the Year,^ 

Blooming garlands to renew^ 

And on thy leafy altars strew : 

Sweetest airs shall sigh around, 

Of gentlest breath, of softest sound ; 

Flowers of intermingling dyes 

Under thy magic footsteps rise> 

On thy bosom soft expand. 

And drop renascent from thy hand. 

Ah me! to think 8# fair a form must fade ! 
To think thy lilied sceptre soon must fall. 
And thine own roses deck thy funeral. 

And nought remain but thy remembered shade !— * 

Sweet fugitive ! in thee I seem to trace 
The sad vicissitude that marks our years ; 
Gilded by happiness, or shower'd with tears: 
And when sometimes an opening flower appears^ 

Soon does some scattering blast the blossom chase.. 



YET, if the soft, complaining string 
Be hushed at thy return, O Spring, 

Thy coming still delay i 
What warbler of the woodland choic 
Can match the music of the lyre! 
What sweet of blushing May 
Vie with the lovely flowers the female Muse 
Culls from Parnassian fields, and o*er thine alta* 
strews ! 
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As tbe fond parent for a while 

Checks sweet Forgiveness' nascent smile. 
Pleased still to hear Affection duteous plead T 

Thnsy by thine absence, still prolong. 

Nor seem to smile upon the song. 
Which so melodious mourns thy tardy speed : 
Though at thy smile the wintry blast depart, 
ZThe lyre can melt the soul, can animate the heart*—' 

Say, can the glittering things. 

Of which Hope fondly sings, 
Inspire with equal pleasure, when possest ; 

As can Hope's angel tongue. 

With softest music hung. 
Her fairy tales, and dreams of promised rest?— 
Thus could I listen to the voice of song. 
Content to hope for spring, nor think the winter long« 



AUTUMNAL SKETCH. 

ANONYMOUS. 



THROUGH forest path^y o'erstrewed with rustling 
leaves, 
October comes, to deck the fading year; 
And of its spoil a varied chaplet weaves. 
Erelong to hang on pallid Autumn's bier. 
The dew-drop on his brow congeals; 
His golden locks the wood-blast steals ; 
The scattering wind his chequer*d mantle rends. 
And o'er his form the tempest-cloud impends. 

Pale are the flowers that thinly plant his way; 
. The gelid drops overcharge their closiug bell^ ; 
Their tissued wardrobe falls in quick d^cay ; 
And nightly cold their blushing grace dispels. 

Their droopii.g heads the frost-star gems; 

The whirlwuid shakes their pensile stems : 
Their transient bloom they shortly must resign. 
And with their relics mark tKe year's decline. 
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The purple-vested Morn her honr delays,- 

And lingering seems with doiibtfol mien to rise; 
Gold-sceptred Day a shortened visit pays, 
And Night with raven crest usurps the skies* 
With early beam, the vesper star 
Flames on Twilight's misty car ; 
And swiftly to the chitmbers of the West", 
The t^rimson-curtained Evening sinks to rest. 

In wizard forms the dusky vapours float. 

And veil the woodlands in their dim disguise; 
The Robiu trills his solitary note. 

And tunes in warbling plaint his elegies: 
The orphan beauties 4>f the year 
In melancholy train appear; 
Pay their last mournfal tribute to its shade, 
Aad o'er its desolated ruins fade. 

For soon the wheels of Wiixter's icy car 

Shall crush these fragments of the shatter'd year; 
Ev'n now, his hollow murmurs, from afar. 
Proclaim the fury of his empire drear. 
The echoing blast, his herald, blows ; 
His meteor torch blue*tinctur'd glows; 
For Nature's sleep he weaves a snowy vest. 
And soon shall rock her languid frame to rest. 

The curlM leaf, flitting on the blast. 

The moaning gale, the.shadowy sky^ 
Denote the Sun's dominion past. 

And shades of northern darkness nigh : 
For Sirius gems the zone of night. 
And, clad in giant armour bright, 
Orion, Winter's sentinel, ascends. 
And o'er the sleeping world bis watchfal light 
suspends. 
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LADY OF I'HE BLACK TOWER. 

ROBINSON. 

** WATCH no more the twinkling stars ; 

Wrttch no more the chalky bounie; 
Lady ! from the Holy wars 

Never will thy love return ! 

Cease to weep, and cease to mourn, 
Thy lover never will return. 

«* Watch no more the yellow moon. 
Peering o'er the mountain's head; 

Rosy day, returnini^ soon, 

Will see thy lover pale and dead! 
h 
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Cease to weep, and cease to mourn. 
Thy lover will no more return! 

** Lady, in the Holy Wars, 

* Fighting for tKe crosd^ he died : 
Low be lies, and many scars 

Mark his cold and mangled side : 
In bis winding sheet he lies. 
Lady, check those rending sighs. 

** Hark ! the hollow sounding gale 
« Seems to sweep in murmurs by, 
Sinking slowly down the vale, 

"Wherefore, gentle Lady, sigh ? 

Wherefore moan, and wherefore sigh? 
Lady! all that live must die, 

** Now the stars are fading fast : 

Swift their brilliant course are run : 
Soon shall dreary night be past. 

Soon shall rise the cheering sun ! 
The sun will rise to gladden thee ; 
Lady, lady, eheerful be," 

So spake a voice ! While sad and lone 

Upon a lofty tower reclin'd, 
A Lady sat : the pale moon shone. 

And sweetly blew the summer wind ; 
Yet still disconsolate in mind. 
The lonely lady sat reclin'd. 

The lofty tower was ivy clad. 

And round a dreary forest rose; 
The midnight bell was tolling sad— ^ 
'Twas tolling for a soul's repose ! 
The lady heard the gate unclose. 
And from her seat in terror rose. — 

The summer moon shone bright and clear ; 

She saw the castle gates unclose ; 
And now she saw four monks,appear» 
Loud chanting for a soul's repose. 
Forbear, O Lady ! look no more — 
They pass'd-^a livid corpse they bore. 
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They p99j^'d: and all was silent now ; 

The trees upon the forest slept : 

The moon stole o*er the mountaiirs brow,. 

Again the lady sigh'd and wept: 

She watch'd the holy fathers go 

Along the forest path below. 

And now the dawn was bright, the dew 

Upon the yellow heath was seen : 
The clouds were of a rosy hue, ♦ ^ 

The sunny lustre shone between : 
The Lady to the chapel ran, 
While the slow matin prayer began. 

And then, once more, the fathers grey 

She roark'd, eiiiploy'd in holy prayer: 
Her heart was full, she could not pray. 
For love and fear were masters there* 
. Ah Lady ! thou wilt pray ere long 
To sleep these lonely aisles among ! 

And now the matin prayers were o'er; 

The b^-^foot uionks, of order grey 
Were thronging^ to the chapel door. 

When there the Lady stopped the way : 
*' Tell me," she cried, " whose corpse so 

pale, . 
L^st night ye bore along the vale ?" 

'* Oh Lady I question us no more : 

No corpse did we.bear down the dale !" 
The Lady sunk upon the floor. 

Her quiv'ring lip was deathly pale. 

The barefoot monks now whispered, Ad, 
«« God grant our Lady be not mad," 

The monk^ departing, one by one. 

The eliapel gates in silence close: ' 
Then from the altar steps, of stone. 
The trembling Lady feebly goes : 

While the morning sheds a ruby light, 
The painted windows glowing bright. 
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And now she heard a hollow sound ; 

It Eeem'cJ to come from graves below : 
And now ai^ain she look*d around, 

A voice came murtn*ring 9ad and slow : 
And now she heard it feebly cry, 
•• Lady ! all that live must die I** 

" Watch no more from yonder tower, 
Watc^no more the star of day ! 
Watch no more thedawnin^ hour. 
That chases sullen night away ! 

Cease to watch, and cease to mourn. 
Thy lover will no more return I" 

She looVd around, and now she view'd, 

Clad in a doublet gold add green, 
A youthful knight: he frowning stood, 
^nd noble was bis mournful mien; 
^ And now he said, with heaving sigh, 
*• Lady, all that live must die I" 

She rose to quit the altar^s stone. 

She cast a look to heav'n, and sigh'd. 
When lo! the youthful knight was gone; 
And scowUng by the lady^s side, 
I With sightless scuVl and bony hand. 
She saw a giant spectre stand ! 

His flowing robe was long and clear. 

His ribs were white as drifted snow: 
The Lady's heart was chill'd with fear; 
She rose, but scarce had power to go : 
The spectre grinn'd a dreadful smile, 
I And walkM beside her down the aisle. 

And now he wavM his rattling hand ; 

And now they reach'd the chapel door, 
And there the spectre took his stand ; 
While rising from, the marble floor, 
A hollow voice was heard to cry, 
" Lady, all that live must die I" 
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** Watch no more the evening star ! 

Watch no more the glimpse of.morn ! . 
Never from the Holy war. 

Lady, will thy love return 1 
See thi« bloody cross: and see 
His bloody scarf he sends to thee l" 

And now again the youthful knight 

Stood smiling by the lady's ^ide; 
His helmet shone with crimson light. 

His sword with drops of blood was dy'd : 
And now a soft and mournful song 
Stole the chapel aisles among* ^ 

Now from the spectre's pal ey cheek 
The flesh began to waste away ; 
The vaulted doors were heard to creek. 
And dark became the summer day ! 
The spectre's eyes were sunk, but lie 
Seem'd with their sockets still to see I 

The second bell is heard to ring, 

Four barefoot monks, of orders grey. 
Again their holy service sing; 

And round the chapel altar pray : 
The lady counted o'er and o'er. 
And shudder'd while she counted four! 

** Oh I Fathers, who was he, so gay. 

That stood beside the chapel door? 
Oh ! tell me FatherH, tell me, pray/' 

The monks replied, " We fathers four, 
Lady, iio other have we seen. 
Since in this holy place we've beea!" 
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SECOND PART. 



Now the merry bugle horn 

- Thro' ihe forest sounded far ; 
Wheu on the lofty tow'r, forlorn 

The lady watchM the evening star; 
The evening star that seem'd to be 
Rising from the darken'd sea ! 

The summer sea was dark and still. 

The sky was streak'd with lines of gold> 
The mist rose grey above the hill. 

And low the clouds of amber roll'd : 
The lady on the loftj" tow'r 
WatchM the calm and silent hour. 

And, while she watch'd, she saw advance 
A ship, with painted streamers gay : 
She saw. it on the green wave dance, • 
And plunge amid the silver spray ; 

While from the forest's haunts, forlorn^ 
Agaiu she heard the bugle horn. 

The sails were full, the breezes roser 

The billows curl'd along the shore : 
And now the day began to close l-^^ 

T)ie bugle-horn was heard no more. 
But, rising from the wat'ry way. 
An airy vou'e was heard to say : 

*« Wttich no more the evening star; 

Watch no more the billowy sea; 
Lady, from the Holy War 

Thy lover hastes to comfort thee: 
Lady, lady, cease to mourn ^ 
Soon thy lover wiU return." 
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Now she hastens to the bay ; 

Now the rising storm she hears : 
Now the sailors smiling say» 

** Lady, lady, eheck your fears : 

- Trust us, lady ^ we will be 
Your pilots o'er the stormy sea.'* 

Now the little bark she view'd, 

Moor'd beside the flinty steep ; 
And now upon the foamy flood. 

The tranquil breezes seem'd to skep^ 
The moon arose : her silver ray . 
Seem*d on the silent deep to play. 

Now m.usic stole across the main : 

It Was a sweet but mournful tone,. 
It came a slow and dulcet strain : 

It came from where the pale moon shone. 
And while it pass*d across the sea, 
More soft, and soft, it seeul'd to be» 

Now on the deck the lady stands ; 

The vessel steers across the main i 
It steers towards the Holy Land,. 
Never to return again : 

Still the sailors cry,** W^'ll be 
Your pilots o'er the stormy sea." 

Now she hears a low voice say, 

" Deeper, deeper^ deeper still I 
Hark ! the black'ning billows play : 
Hark ! the waves the vessel fill : 
Lower, lower down we go. 
All is dark and still below. 

Now a flash »f vivid light. 

On the rolling deep was seen^l 
And DOW the Lady saw the Knight,. 

With doublet rich of gold and green ; 
From the sockets of his eyes, 
A pale ancLstreaming light she spies I 
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And now his form transparent stood. 

Smiling with a ghastly mien ; 
And now the catm and boundless flood, 

Was like the emerald, bright and green T 
And now 'twas of a troubled hue. 
While, **Deeper,de€per,"8ang the crew.. 

Slow advanced the morning Tight, 

Slow they ploughed the wavy tide; 
When on a cliff of d-readful height, 
A castle* s lofty towVs they spied : 
The lady heard the sailor-band 
Cry, •* Lady, this is holy landJ' 

<• Watch no more the glittering spray ; 
Watch no more the weedy sand ; 
Watch no more the star of day ; 
Lady, this is holy land : 

This castle's lord shall welcome thee,. 
Then lady, lady, cheerful be ! 

Now the eastle^gates they pass, 

Now across the spacious square, 
Cover'd high with dewy grass, 

Trembling steals the lady fair: 

And now the castle's lord was seen,. 
Glad in a- doublet gold and green ; 

He led her through the gothic hall, 

With bones and skulls encircled round ;: 
" Oh let not this thy soul appal I" 

He cried, ** for this is holy ground." 
He led her through the chanibers lone,. 
'Mid many a shriek and many a groan.. 

Now to the banquet-room they came: 

Around a table of black stone 
She mark'd a faint arid vapoury flame ; 
Upon the horrid feast it shone.— 

And there, to close the madd'fling sight*. 
Unniimber'd spectres met the light,*i— 
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Their teeth were like the brilliant bright. 

Their eyes were blue as sapphire clear^ 
Their bones were of a polish'd white. 
Gigantic did their ribs appear ! 
And now the Knight the lady led. 
And placed her at the table's head ! — 

Just now the lady woke,-^for she 

Had slept upon the lofty towV, 
And dreams of dreadful phantasie 

Had fiird the lonely moon-light hour : 
Her pillow was the turret stone, 
And on her breast the pale moon shone* 

But now a real voice she hears, 

' ft was her lover's voice ; — for he. 
To calm her bosom's rending fears. 

That night had cross'd the stormy sea : 
«* I come," said he, «* from Palestine, 
*• To prove myself, sweet lady, thine," 



LORD ULLIN'S DAUGHTER. 

CAMFBELIi. 



A Chieftain to the Highlands bound. 
Cries " Boatman, do not tarry ! 

** And I'll give thee a silver pound 
" To row us o'er the ferry." 

" Now who be ye, would cross Lochgyle, 
" This dark and stormy water I" 

« Oh rm the chief of Ulvah's Isle. 

<« And this Lord UUin's daughter.-- 

" And fast before her father's men 

« Three days we've fled together ; 

*< For should he find us in the glen, 

«• My blood would stain the heather. 
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*< His horsemen hard behiod us ride ; 

•' Should they our steps discover, 
** Then who will chear my bonny bride 

•• When they have slain her lover ?" 
Out spoke the hardy Highland wight, 

*• V\\ go, my chief,->-rm ready ;— . 
•' It is not for your silver bright ; 

•• But for your winsome lady : 

** And by my word I the bonny bird, 
*' In danger shall not tarry : 

** So, the'. the waves are raging wbit^, 
•' I'll row you o'er the ferry !" 

By this the storm grew loud apace. 

The water- wraith was shrieking ; * 
And in the scowle of heaven, each face 

Grew dark as they were speaking* 
But still as wilder blew the wind. 

And as the night grew drearer, 
Adown the glen rode ajmed^m««>. 

Their trampli^ng bounded nearer. — 

•* Oh haste tliee, haste !'* the lady cries, 
** The tempests round us gather ; 

•* ril meet the raging of the skies ; 
*• But not an angry father.'* — 

The boat has left a stormy land, 
A stoi:my sea before her ; 

When oh ! too strong for human hand. 
The tempest gather'd o'er her. — 

And still they row'd amidst the roar 
Of waters fast prevailing ; 

Lord-Ullin reach'd that fatal shore, 

His wrath was chaug'd to wailing — 

For sore dismay'd thro* storm and shade 
His child he did discover : — 

One lovely band she stretch'd for aid, 
And one was round her lover, 

* he Evil Spirit of the uraters* 
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** Come back, come hack," he cried in grief, 

. Across this stormy water : 
** And ril forgive your Highland chief, 

** My daughter,— Oh my daughter!"— 

*Twa8 vain : the loud waves lash'd the shore. 

Return or aid preventing: — 
The waters wild, went o'er his child — 

And he was left lamenting. 



THE TURKISH LADY. 

CAMPBELL. 



'TWAS the hour when rites unholy 

Caird each Paynim voice to pray'r. 

And the star that faded slowly 

Left to dews the freshen*d air. 

Day her sultry fires had wasted. 

Calm and sweet the moon-light rose ; 

E*en a captive's spirit tasted 
Half oblivion of his woes. 

Then 'twas from an Emir's palace 
Came an Eastern Lady bright : 

She, in spite of tyrants jealous. 

Saw and lov'd an English knight. 

** Tell me, captive, why in anguish 

** Foes have dragg'd thee here to dwell, 

** Where poor Christians, as they languish, 
«* Hear no sound of sabbath bell ?" 

" 'Twason Transylvania's Bannat 
" When the crettcent shone afar, 

** Like a pale disastrous planet, 

•• O'er the purple tide of war. — 

" In that day of desolation, 

" Lady, 1 was captive made ; 

" Bleeding for ray Christian nation 
" By the wall of high Belgrade." 
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** Cafittve, could the brightest jewel, 
" From my turban, aet thee free?" 

♦* Lady, no !— the gift were cruel, 
" Ransom'd, yet if reft of thee. 

<« Say, fair Princess, would it grieve thee, 
♦* Christian climes should we behold ?" 

.«* Nay, hold knight, I would not leave thee, 
«< Were thy ransom paid in gold !" 

Now in heaven*8 blue expansion. 

Rose the midnight star to view. 

When to quit her father's mansion. 
Thrice she wept, and bade adieu ! 

<« Fly we then, while none discover, 
** Tyrant barks, in vain ye ride !** 

Soon at Rhodes the British lover, 

ClaspM his blooming Eastern bride. 



ALONZO THE BRAVE AND FAIR 
IMOGINE. 

LEWIS. 



A WARRIOR so bold and a virgin so bright. 
Conversed as they sat on tire green ; 

They gaz'd on each other with tender delight ; 

Alonzo the Brave, was the name of the Knight-— 
The Maid's was the Fair Iniogine. 

** And, oh !" said the youth, ** since to-morrow I go 

** To fight in a far distant land, 
** Your tears for my absence soon ceasing to flow, 
** Some other will court you, and you will bestow 

•• On a wealthier suitor your hand! . 
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** Oh ! bush these suspicioosy" Ikir Imogine wad, 

*' Offensive to lo¥e and to me: 
** FoTt if you be living* or if you be deady 
'^ 1 swear by the Virgin, that none in your stead 

** Shall husband of Imogiae be. 

'^ If e'er I, by lust or by wealth led aside^ 

•* Forget my Alonzo the Brave, 
^* God grant that, to punish my falsehood and pride* 
** Yonr ghost at the marriage may sit by my side^ 
** May tax me with perjury, claim me as bride, 

** And bear me away to the gravel" 

To Palestine hastened the hero so bold; 

His love she lamented him sbte:-^ 
But scarce had a twelvemonth elaps'd, when, behold ! 
A BaroB, all. cover-d with jewels and^ gold, 

Arriv'd at fair Imogine*s door. 

His treasures, his presents, his apacioua jlomaiii» 

Soon made-her untrue to her vows: 
He dazzjed her eyes, he bewilder'd her brain !• 
He caught her affections so light and so vain. 
And carry'd her home as nis spouse! 

And now had tlte marriage been blest by the priest; 

The revelry now was begun ; 
The tables they groan'd with the weight of the feast, 
^^or yet had the laughter and merriment ce:is*d, 
. When the bell at the castle toH'd — one« 

Tlien first with amazement fair Imo^ine. found 

A stranger was placM bv her side : 
His air was terrific; he utter'd no sound! 
He spake not, he movM not, he look'd not around-—. 

But earnestly gaz'd on the bride! 

.His viisOr was cloa*d, and gigantic his height; 

. His armour was sable to view :— 

All pleasure and laughter were husb'd at his sight* 

The dogs» as tiiey ey'd him, drew back in affright; 

The lights in the chamber buro'd blue! . 

u 
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His presence all bosoms appear'd to disniai^ ; 

The guests sat in silence and fear'; 
At length spake the Bride, while she trembled, ** I 

" pray, 
<« Sir Knight, that yonr helmet aside ymi wookl lay, 

«« And deign to partake of our cheer!" 

The lady is silent; the stranger complies ; 

His vizor he slowly unclosVl ; — 
Oh, God ! what a sight met Fair Imrgine's eyes f 
M^hat words can express her dismay and surprise. 

When a skeleton's head was expos'd ! 

All present then utter'd a terrify 'd shout, 
All turn'd with disgust from the scene; 

The worn^fi they crept in, and the worms ihey crept 
out. 

And sported his eyes and his temples about. 
While the spectre addressed Imogrne:— 

** Behold me, thou false one, behold me!" he cry'd; 

" lieraember Alonzo the Brave! 
" God grants, that, to punish thyfahhood and pride, 
" My ghost at thy marriage should sit by thy side; 
*« Should tax thee with perjury, claim thee as bride, 

*« And bear thee away to the grave /" 

Thus saying, his arms round the lady he wound. 
While loudly she shriek'd in dismay; 

Then sunk with his prey thro' the wide-yawning 
ground ! 

Nor ever again was fair Imogine found, 
Or the spectre that bore her away ! 

Not long liv'd the baron ; and none, since that time. 

To inhabit the, castle presume ; 
For chronicles tell, that, by order sublime. 
There Imogine suffers the pain of her crime. 

And mourns her deplorable doom* 
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At midnight, four times in each year, does her sprite, 

When mortals in slumber are bound, 
Array'd in her bridal apparel of white. 
Appear in the hall with the Skeleton-Knight, 
And shriek as he whirls her around ! 

While they drink out of skulls newly torn from the 
grave, 

Dancing round them the spectres are seen: 
Their liquor is blood, and this horrible stave 
They howl—" To the health of Alonzo the Brave, 

" And his consort, the Fair Imogine !" 



POOR MARY, THE MAID OF THE INN. 

SOITTHEY. 

WHO is she, the poor maniac, whose wildly-fix'd 
eyes '^ 

Seem a heart overcharg'd to express? — 
She weeps not, yet often and deeply she sighs ; 
She never complains — but her silence implies 

The composure of settled distress. 

No aid, no compassion the maniac will seek ; 

Cold and hunger awake not her care : 
Thro' the rags do the winds of the winter blow bleak 
On her poor withered bosora,half bare, atid her cheek 

Has the deadly pale hue of despair. 

Tet cheerful Mid happy (nor distant the day) 

Poor Mary the maniac has been ; 
The trav'Her remembers, who journey'd this way. 
No damscrl so lovely, no damsel so gay. 

As Mary, the maid of the inn. 
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"Her^beerfiil Adflms'fiird theif(vetts wHh deligttt. 

As Mue inelcoai*d them in with ftsmite ; 
Her heart wasattrangerta childish bright. 
And ^«iy wouidiwolk b^ tiiejabbiey at. nigh r. 

When thtiwimi whi«tl«d^own ithedark iusle. 

She lov'd — and youn^ Richard had settled the day— 

And vhc hopM to bie happy'for life ; 
But Richard was idle aad worthless ; and*th^ 
Whoknew'him woafd pity poor Mary, and say, 
Tbiit she wa^ too good for his wife. 

^l^was in Atttumn, and «teriiiy^id:dafkwas.ihi« night. 

And fast were the windows and door; 
Two guests sat enjoyiog the ^ire that burnt bright. 
And smoaking in silence, with tranquil delight. 
They listened to hear the wind roar. 

" 'Tis pleasant," cry*d one, •* seated by thefire^side, 

«• To hear the* wind whittle without," 
•* A fine night for the abbey,'* his comrade reply'd: 
** Methinks a inan*8 >eoucage would now be well 
try'd,. 
** Who should wander the ruins about. 

^* I myself, like a school-boy, should 'tremble to 
bear 

<• GflieiboHwe ivy shake over^my bead; 
" And QOfttId fanoy 1 «aw, half pei^suaded-by fear, 
•« Some ugly old<ilbbOtr«|wbite'9^iTHappe«r; 

" For this wind might awaken the dead." • 

« ril ^ager a dinner," the other one cry'd, 

" That "Mary woiild venture tbere now :". 
^' Then wager, and lose !" with a sneer, he reply'3, 
4« TH warrant she'd fanoy a ghost by her side, 
*« And faint if she saw a white cow." 

" Will Mary this change on heroofUPatgeraUidwi'* 

His con^paniou Qxclaim'd with a smile ; 
*« I shall win, for 1 know she will venture iikere now, 
" And earn a new boa»et,.by bringing a bcMigh, 
". From the alder that grtm^ in tbe uislc.** 
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With fearless good humour did Mary comply^ 

And her way to the abbey she bent ; 
The night it was gloomy, the wind it was high, 
Andf as hollowly howling it swept through the sky, 
SheshiverM'with cold as she went. 

0*er the path, so well known, still proceeded the 
maid, 

Where the abbey rose dim on the sight ; 
Through tlie gateway she entered, she felt not afraid, 
Yet the ruins were lonely and wild, and their shade 

St enrd to deepen the gloom of the night. 

All around her was silent, save when the rude blast 

HojvlVl dismally round the old pile : 
Over weeij-cover'd fragments still fearless she passM, 
Aud arrrv'd Ut the innermost ruin at last. 
Where the alder«tree grew in the aisle. 

WelUpleasM did she reach it, and quickly drew near, 

And hastily jjather'd the bough ; 
When the sonnd of a voice seem'd to rise on herear-*" 
She pausM, aiid she listeu'd, all eager to hear, 

And her heart panted fearfully now. 

The \yindljiev,the hoarse ivy shook over her head ; — 
She listened ;i — nought else cofild she hear* 

The wimi censed, her heart sunk in her bosom with 
dread, .., 

For she heard iiVthe ruins .distibctly the tread 
Of footsteps approaching her nean 

Behind a wide column, half breathless with fear. 

She crept to conceal herself there : 
That instant the moon o'er a dark cloud shone clear. 
And she saw in the moon-light two ruffians appear. 

And between them a corpse did they bear. 

Then Mary could feel her heart-blood curdled cold ! 

Again the rough wind hurried by — 
It blew off the hat of the one, and behold ! 
Even close to the feet of poor Mary it rolTd : 

She fell — and expected 1o die. 
u 3 
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" Corse die hat I "^-►he exclaims*-^^VnAy coipe .on, 
<« and first hide 

**• Tbe dead body,** his comrade repli«8. 
She beheld them* in safety,, pusa on by her Aide, 
She seizes the hat, fear her courage 8apply*d» 

And fast through the abbey she flies. 

She ran with wild fpeed»she rush*d in at the door. 

She cast her eyes horribly round ; 
Her limbs could support their faint burden no more* 
But> exhausted and breathless, she sunk on the floor. 

Unable to utter a sound. 

Ere yet her pale lips could the story impart, 

cF.or.a moment the hat met her view ; 
Her eyes from , that object convulsively, start* 
For, oh God ! what cold horror thrill'd thro* her 
heart, 
'When the name of her {lichard she knew ! 

Where the old abbey stands, on the common hardbyt 

His gibbet is pow to be seen ; 
Not far from the tnn it engages the eye, 
3Che traveler beholdn it, and thinks with a 8igh> 

Of pocu* Mavy» the maid of the ins. 
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THE DOUBLET OF GREY. 

ROBINSON. 



BENEATH the tal! turrets that nod o'er the dell, 

A dark forest now blackens the mound : 
Where often, atdawn-li^ht, the deep-sounding bell 
Tolls sadly and solemn a soul^arting ku-ell. 
While the ruin re-echoes the sound. 

Yet long has the castle been left to decay ; 

For its ramparts are skirted with thorn : 
And no one by moon-light will venture that way^ 
1.4^t they meet the poor maid, in her doublet of grey^ 

As she wanders, all pal^and forlorn ! 

** And why should she wander? O tell me, I pray, 

" And, O ! why does she wander alone ?" 
Beneath the dark ivy, now left to decay. 
With no shroud, but a course simple doublet of'grey^ 
Lies her bosom, as cold as a stone. 

Time was whea no form was so fresh or so. fair^ 

Or so comely, when richly array'd ; 
She was tall, and the jewels that blaz*d m her liair 
Could no mofe with her eye's living lustre compare^. 

Than a rose with the cheek of the maid.. 

Shelov'd! — ^but the youth wha had ^^anquish'd her 
hearty' 

Was the heir of a peasant* » hard toil t 
For no treasure had' he;, yet a stranger to- art^ 
He would oft by a look to the damsel impart 

What the damsel received with a funile. 

Whene'er to the wake or the chase she would' gOv 

The young Theodore loitered that way ^ 
Did the sunJbeams ef summer iuvitingly glow, 
Ot across the bleak common the winter winds bloHFK . 
Stall he. watch'd till the closing of day». 
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Her parents so wealthy, her kindred so proud. 
Heard the story of love with dismay ; 

They rav*d, and they storm'd, by the Virgin they 
t vow'd, . ' . - 

That, before they would see her so wedded, a shroud 
Should be Madeline^ bridal array. 

One night, it was winter, all dreary and cold. 

And the moon -beams shoiie palely and clear, 
When sheopen'd her lattice, in hopes to behold 
Her Theodore's form, when the turret-bell toird» 
And the blood in her heart froze. for fear. 

Near the greea«mantled moat her st^n father she 
spy'd. 

And a grave he was making with speed ; . 
The light, which all silvered the castle^s strong side. 
Displayed his wild gestures, while madly he qry^d,-* 

" Curs'd caitiff 1 thy boiora shall bleed!** 

Distracted, forlorn, from the castle of pride, 

She escap'd at the next.close of day, 
Her soft blushing cheek, with dark berries all dy*dv 
With a spear on her shoulder, a sword by her side. 
And her form in a doublet of grey. 

She travers'd the cou^'tf, not a vassal was seen. 

Through the gate hung with ivy she Hew : 
The sky was unclouded, the air was serene, 
The tnoon shot its^ rays the long vistas betweeo* 
And her doublet was spangled with dew. 

O'er the cold breezy downs to the hamlet sha hied. 

Where the cottage of Theodore stood ; 
For its low roof of rushes she oft had descry'd,- 
When she drank of the brook that foam'd wild by, 
its side. 
While the keen hunters travers'd the wood. 

The sky on a sudden grew dark, and the wind. 

With a de6p sullen murmur rush'd by ; 
Slie wander'd about, but no path could she find, 
While horrors on horrors encmnpassM her mind, 
H'Leu she found that no shelter was nigh. 
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The hoefs ef swfft horses rebouiid : 
l%6<««o{lp*^«indshe listened, sh^ tremhfed with fbkr^ 
When a voice most prophetic and sad m^ her ear^ 

AnH^he^^bttdderM- and' shrunk at the sound. 

** *Tis here •will we wait," cry 'cl 'the' horseman ; « for 
see 

*' How the moon with black cloxids is o'empread ; 
** No but yields a shelter, no forest a tre&^ 
** This heathshallyout^ Theodore's bridal-couch be, 

** And the cold earth shall ipillow his head, 

•" Hark ! some one approaches : — now stand we aside, 

** We shall l^now him— for see the moon's clear ; 
•* In a doublet of grey he now waits Tor his bride, 
«< But ere dawn-light, the carle -shall repent of his 
** pride, 
^* And'his pale mangled body rest here!** 

A^in, the nofanrslnsondtd in clouds, o'er iibte<^laiu 

The luirseitteu wi5re scfitterM fer wide ; 
The night' beconi e stomliy , the^iust &ilti ng vai n 
Beat liardon her 'bosom, w^nchdar'd iiot«c»tnplain. 
And the torrent roU'd swift by her side. 

Now dashing. of swords ov^erwkelm'd-henwith dread, 
While her ear met the deep groan of death ; 

** Yield, yield thee, bold peasant," the murderer 
said, 

<< This turf with thy 4itartVdtHireat blood thallH)^ red, 
*< And thy bones whiteu over the heath," 

Now shrieking, despairiug, she istarts doom the 
ground. 
And her spear, with new strength ^he let go: 
She aim'd it at random, she felt it rebound 
From the sure hand of Fate, Which inflicted the 
wound, ^ 

As it drank the life-blood of her foe. 
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The morning advanced, o*er the paie chtlliog tkit» 

Soon the warm rosy tints circled wide* 
But, oh God! with what anguish, what terror she 

fiiesy 
When her father, all cover'd with wounds, she 
descries, ' 
With her lover's pale corpse by his side ! 

Half frantic she fell on her parentis cold breast. 

And she batVd her white bosom with gore ; 
Then, in anguish, the form of her Theodore prest — 
*• I will yet be thy bride, in the grave we will rebt," 
She exclaimM ; and she snfferM no more. 

Now o*er the wild heath, when the winter winds 
blow. 

And the moon-silverM fern branches wave. 
Pale Theodore's spectre is seen gliding slow. 
As he calls on the damsel in accents of woe. 

Till the bell warns him back to hi^ grave. 

And while the deep sound echoes over the wood» 

Now[ the villagers shrink' with dismay ; 
For as legends declare, where the castle once stood, 
*Mid the ruins, by mooh-li^t, all cover'd with blood, 
Shrieks the maid^in her doublet of greym 



THE FRITH OF SOLWAY.* 

SCOT. 

LOUD and »hrill the west wind blows, 

Annan'« angry waters roar : 
No kind star the skies disclose 

To light me o'er the dangerous moor. 

Birds of prey flit screaming by. 

Grisly spectres stalk before — 
Haste, my steed, nor heed the cry ; 

Bear me to my cottage door. 
The Frith qf Solway falls iuto the mouth of the Rit»r Jnnan. 
Both are the frequent scenes of tragical accidents;. 
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Hark ! — ^what melancholy moans 

'Mid the tempest^s pause I hear ! 
Soul-piercing shrieks, and lengthen*d groans, 

Full of anguish, full of fear. 
Haste, my steed, across the moor ; 
Bear me to my cottage door. 

Terror shakes mc — hark ! again I ' 

Mournful o'er mine car it past; — 
Never yet so sad a strain 

Mino^led with the hollow blast ! 

o 

From Solway^s Frith the soands arise — 

Human voice it cannot be — 
'Tis the water-spirit cries. 

Mourning her sad destiny, 

Heav'n be prais'd, Fve crosa'd the moor. 
And soon shall reach my cottage door. 



The morning broke ; — his orient light 
Divulg'd the mystery of the night. 

Now no longer rav'd the storm ; 

The tide has ebb*d, but left behind, 
LasKd to a pole^ a ghastly form^ 

Swollen, and bleaching in the wind* 

By Solway^s rapid stream o'erta' en, 
Homeward as Donald bent his course. 

Flight he sought, but souij^ht in vain. 
In vain he spurr'd his juded horse. 

(Janet opes the lattice wide. 
Anxious her husband to discern : — 

Forbear his lingering stay to chide, 
Tor Donald never will return.) 

His fearful eyes he cast around — 
Fix'd on the sand a net-pole stood ; 

There his body fust he bound, 

Half-raia'd above the roaring flood. 
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O'erhis poor deyetedh^ad. 

Soon the tumultuous biJlo^s roU-«- 
Night her b^ckast mantle spread ; 

Fell despair possessed his soul. 

Ah ! Janet, soon, too soon you'll l^ari^ 
That Donald never can return. 

Dreadful fate I-^the yawning wave 
Happy could he plunge beneath. 

Its utmost fury instant brave. 

And rush within the arms of death. 



All is hushM — ^the passing gale 

No longer wafts his pluintive cries ; 

Successive waves at length prevail, 

And close the exhausted sufF'rer's eyey. 

Yes I — Janet — yes ! too soon you'll learu 
Your Donald never will return. 

Still when hoarse Annan's waters roar. 

And howls the daemon of the storm, 
J^oud shrieks are heard on Solway's sbore. 

And Doiiald rears his ghastly i'ot&u 



DEAD-MAN's ISLAND. 

IHOORE. 



See you beneath you cloud so dark, 

Fast gliding aloog, a gloomy bark ? 

Her 8»ils are full, though the wind is still. 

And there blowsnot a breath her saiUtp fill! 

Oh ! what doth that vessel of darkn^s beiar ? 
The silent calm of the grave is there, 
Save now and again a death-knell rung. 
And the flap of the sails, with aight-fog. hupg 
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There lieth a wreck on the dismal shore 

Of cold aod pitiless liabrador ; 

Where, under the mooti, upon mounts of frost. 

Full many a mariner's bones are tost ! ' 

Yon shadowy bark hath been to that wreck. 
And the dim blue fire, that lights her deck. 
Doth play on as pale and livid a crew. 
As ever yet drank the church-yard dew I 

To Dead-man's Isle, iu the eye of the blast. 
To Dead-man's Isle 'she spteds her fast ; 
By. skeietrm shapes hersaib are furl'd. 
And the hand that steers is not of this world I 

Oh ! ^ny tbee on,— oii ! hurry thee on, 
Thou terrible bark ! ere the night be gone. 
Nor let marnina; look on so foul a sight 
As would bkmcn for ever her rosy light. 



M.i 1'r> 



THE VICHL OF ST. MARK. 



RETURr^ING from i^t etanml walk, 

On yonder anci^ptstyle. 
In sweety romantic,. tender talk. 

Two lovers paAis'4 awhile : 

Edmundt the monarch of the dale, 
AU-c^usctgii.s of his powers;' 

Ella, ' the lily of the vale, . ; 

The rose of Ai^burn s towers ! 

In airy love's delightful bands • 
He held her heart in vain ; 

The nymph denied her willing haxids 
To Hymen's awful chain. 

. N 



Digitized 



by Google 



1S4 WmtlCAilA SCIiEOTIOVS. 

'* Ah 1 why," said he^ *• our bliss delay t 
" Mine ElU ! why so cold ? 

*^ Those who but We froni day to dny, ^ 
" Ffom day to day gcow old* ' t 

" The bounding arrow cleaves the sty, ' 
" Ner leaves a tmce behind ; " 

*' And single liv^s like-arrows iy, 
" —They vanish thro' the wind; 

*< In wedlock's street endearing lot ♦ 
** Let us improve the scene, 

'** That some may be,. whea<we arehot, 
« To tell^that we have been." 

«« 'Tisnow,'? replied the village beUe, 
*< Saint Mark's myaterions eve; 

'< And all that old traditions teU 
*« I tremblingly bdiere: — 

>^ How, when the midnight signal tolls, 

" Along the chn^Bff^'ard green, 
'* A mournful train of sentenc'd souls 
*< In winding*shfets wre seen ! 

" The ghosts of all whom death shall doom 
** Within the coming year, 

" In pale procession walk the p;loom, 
*' Amid the silence drear ! 

<< I££diMmd, held iW conscioi/s tnight, 
" By love severely iried, \ 

•* Can brav« the terrors of to-night, 
*« Ella will be his bride." 

She spake, — ^and, like the nimble fa^n. 
From Edmund's presence fleijl 5 

He sought, across the rural lawn, 
Th e d welling of the dead ! 

That silent, solemn, simple spot. 
The mouldering realm of peace. 

Where hnman passions ate forgot ! 
Where human follies cease ! 
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The gliding «»«#8>tiiroof^ hea«ca gertae' 

Parsued her traiKj^mi way^ 
And 8h«4f Q;«rAflil \ clie aLeping ac^tie 

A soft ^ooturdid.da]?. 

With BW^ttiiM^ bfitntaad eaooe &«t / 

Young EaioiKtcLgftin^atlweUiirdii 

Apd chose ills solitiry «eai 

Withi»tibedi«tdfttl^wfa« : 

Thick, t)|i!e»ie|MOg ek«M& aiBtnmbliiii^ soofty 
Their dcftgo^ viags ditpla^; . 

Ec1ips*d,^tb0/«UMiMrati»ng^«M»OBy > 
And ^timieh!A.tfae,#tere ia vluidt.' 

Amid «tbe«le^p^i|l>y«8>f g^d#oi 

No r9f, ^ bf»nty smiled*. 
Save, glist er\jii^ .9'^ aootie haiuitcd tirajb, - 

The glow^wQffa'a.luai^e wild. > 

The village wsttfc-dogs bay'd around, 
Theloi^ gmiB «miBtle4 dreary 

The steeple tpeBibl«d to' the ground, 
E'en EdoMiiid quisled wH^ fmr. 

Ati on a sisdden died tbe blast. 
Dumb borror chiU'd the air. 

While nature seem'd to pam^e aghast. 
In uttefmrtkstdcBpaiv. 

— ^Ti<reke times the midnight herald idird. 

As oft did Sdm.ti»d start; 
For evei^y stK>ke fell dead and oold 

Upon his iaiiittnig ba^Mt. 

Then glaring tluKmgh the ghastly gloomj 
Along the chupch-yard green. 

The destiii'4 victims of the tomb 
In winding, sbaets vrmre aeeti. 

In thatstransemmBent Edmund- siood^ 

Sick with severe surprise; 
While ereeping horror drank his bltod. 

And Ez'd his^mty eyes* 
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He saw tht secrete of the gitve ! 

He saw the fttce of deatli ! 
No pitying power appear^ to sa 

He gasp'd slwb^ bis breath t 



Yet still the seesM his Bkt!^laeg\jAt&; 

A look uDutteialdy wi*d, -^ • 

On Rdmvud, as tkey pass'd. 

AU- OR the groand eoiranc'd he lay ; ' 

At itA«feh the vision broke ! 
*^When ]o>--«.ki«8 asrold aa day, . i ' « 

Xhie slamberiagybutb awoke. 

That moment^ ^roagh a Tilled doiid. 

The darting moon dtsplay'd, 
Reb*d in a melancholy «hro«dy 

The image o€ a mML 

Her d«%ky veil aside sh^ threw* 

An4 shewed a face most fair ; 
To clatp bis Ella Edmilildflew, 

Aud rtti^h'd thro; empty air: 

'< Ha! who art then !*' His cheek grew pale : 

A welKknown voice replied, 
<' £Ua^ the Hty.ofthe vale ! 

*« Ella -thy .deatin'd bride !*' 

I^o win his Qeck> bier airy arms . 

The palHd phantom spread ; 
Recoiling from her blasted chaniis>. 

The aifrigbted lover fled. 

XOisbun the visionary maid 

His speed ontstript the wind ; 

Bnt> — ^though unseen ta move, — the shade 
Was evermore behiad ! 

So ^atk*s unerring arrows glide,. 

Yet seem suspended still ; 
Nor pause, nor shrnk, nor turn aside,. 

But smite, subdue aud kilL 
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Wheii th^ soft mosic pf ;a psaUn 
Came pensive o'er his ear. 

Then sunk his heart;— a strange surmise 

Made all his blopjjuyi cold : 
He flew,— ^ funeral met his eyes I 

He pau^eclf"'^^^***^"^^^ tolVd.. 

*« »Ti8 shef ^l««B^!'*t-«el>ttrstiaway ; 

An^%efi4m^ o'er the spot 
Where all that xunce was Elhi la^s ' 

He all beside forgot ! 

A maniac npir» ill' dnnb despair^ 

With loyenbewiUer^dLfliicn^ • 
He wanders, weeps lUid wiattohts tJjktref 

Among the hillocks green. 

And every eve of pale SU Mark» 

As villag^e hinds relate. 
H*e walks with Ella in the dark, .... (. 

And reads the rolls of ftite I 
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THE PRINCE Of THE LAKE- 

PORTEJEC* I 



** THE Princess Anne, to heir bower ifr gbiie^ 
** To watch, and w^ep, and ptay,. 

*' Where the yellow mooa» Qhiaing alonet. 
'* Lights the tra^ller*s way. 

" Her bower is high on that lonely hill, 
^' Where hoary ash«tre«« »halce r 

** And down below, sublimely still; 
" Lies Killwrney's Lake." . 

The warder ceased, and closed the gates, 
Ajid the man that asked, rode on ; 

No word he said, but bowed his head. 
And heaved a heavy groan. 

The man was clad in a mantle red. 

And his bonnet was large and dark; 
So mttsiog still, he gained the hill, 
The lady's bower to mark. 
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'Twas black and drear, the silent tree^> '* 

Stood tally and sttU, around; 
The long graas stirred not in'tbc ^b^eeze ; . 

The water gave no sound. 

But the lady bright, on the battlement*s height. 

He saw by the burning moon ; 
From her locks so light, and her garments white. 

The stranger knew her soon, 

— •• Ho ! Lady Anne, thou must come down ; 

" Thy husband sends for thee:— 
<< By the cross of stone, on .the heath alone, 

<< He waiU to.fly with thee. 

<* For the £ght is o'er j and the rebel powers 

<* Hath vanquished its loni; 
" And now bis stori^ is nothing more, . 

*« But only his good sword.^*— ~ 

— " Now tell me knight! by a warrior's might; 

** I charge thee, tell me true ! 
** If from the fight, this fatal night, 

" My love, unhurt withdrew I 

** Ah I be my bed*, the leaves that arje shed» > 

** By Autumn's hollow wind, 
*^ If Ob his breast,, my head but rest^ 

" The sweetest sleep; Fll find/*-^ — . 

** He waits for thee,"^^the knight repHed, — 
** By tbe mouldering cross of stone : 

** Thy sleep will be sweet :*' the straiq;«r sigh'd—r 
** But never sweet alone. 

<* Coine, mount thiee here ; nay do not fear, 
*** Tho' the clouds be gathering fast : 

«* My courser's swift, for his career, 
*^ Is like the ocean's blast."— —^ 

They rodfe o'er hilU they rode o'er vale. 
They rode thro' the groaning wood; 

TiH by the glare of the light' ning pale, ^ 

They saw the holy rood*. 
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And near it hcf a coiaeitf fovm. 

In dttsky aniKntr dre^tM«- 
He>]ay in Bleep ; «Qd the mgifig etonn. 

Could not break kb rert. 

The warrior slept, and tlie kdy steppe 

His well-known form to f^d; 
She kiasM his forow, but the nightly anew 

Is not so4€y eM^ 

Witk piercing cries she raisM her eyes. 
And the stranger stsood by her side; 

His maolk wasfi^one, and hift«mM»i}r ishone^ 
And his dark pkiHie fixated wide. 

His steed was fovn'd of the ^Darning sffrf 

Which roars in Ki^HnMiy'a lake^ 
When the furiom blast- tts water casts^ 

And roaking tiiTMta shake. 

<< Behold yrar Lord f" die^phnfttmn ^ald» ^ 

<< The fight iBdfeed«s}o^$ 
** And under t^is aiiade toy ^onseift hid^ 

*< To sleep for evermdre. 

<« But'tfaim weaht with me ; *fbr'tfae ihotele^s ^Aa 

<< Is eiven us for acnr r«ign ;. 
<< And Kfllariley's M[e eaoh year Aatl quak^ 

** For-itapumce and bero slain. 

<« K444aniey^sbiAis» and KiUafii^^s eatre*^ 

<< OuB lonely dwelltBga miwt he, 
<< Till this ^arly honr, wtoaitsskuddertDg'Wiaii'e^, 

** My airy horse shall aee : 

«« Then in angry pomp, thro' the ^ratem.wi(ie». 

** In lightening and thunder drest, 
** Your prince shall ride, wbite the stonajrli^e 

** O'erwhekas his vaBsal's rest. 

<* For three lon^^ days^^and three long^nights, 
** Must they tremble with guilty fear, 

** Till the whirlwind cease, and all be p€ace>. 
" And I no longer there." 
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He spoke and clasp'd his arms to grasp ' 

The form of that lady fair; 
But she breath'd a groan, and her spirit alone 

Now wanders with his thro* the air. 



THE RING- 

HOLLOWAY. 



THE sea-gull wheefd in circles low. 

And, screaming, skimm'd tke wintry tide ; 

The evening blast began to blow. 
Up the steep cliff '8 rifted sfde. 

In broken foam, the white surge drove, 

And back recoil'd, with rUshing sound ; 

When on the precipice above. 

With haggard eyesy and locks uaboundi*— 

Stood Mary, once the fairest maid — 

And chastest wife on Comwairs shores 

Till lost her spouse, herself betray'd, 

And fair, and virtuous, now no morie I 

Down on the Crumbling rock she kneeUd-, '^ 
0*er which the waving samphire grew » 

And, while her aching bosom swellM, 

Her ring she ffom her finger drew. > 

"O! golden pledge of early love ! 

** Thou promise of connubial bliss ! 
" Upbraid nie not I" — she cried — i-*< nar prove 

*< Howlll this soul sustains distress* 

" Whene'er thy glittering form 1 view, 
** My heart reproaches me and cries— 

** Could'st thou forget a spouse so true, 

** Wh<i first couferfd this hallowM prize I 
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^ And ere soft April's dewv hand 

<* Had thrice bestrewV with flow'rs h» grave^ L 

* Submit thee to seductions bland- ■ ■ ^ ' 
** The dupe of viQe» and passion's slavt: ! | 

* Accurst by heav'n, and woman kind, • 
•* For ever be tihat traitor vile, j 

* Who turn'd from innocence my mind. . j 
** And darM my easy faith beguile ! 

< O ! golden pledge of happier times! 
*« Thou promise sweet of wedded bliss — 

* No more reproach me with my crimes, 
*• Nor aggravate my soul's distress ! 

< Now dear, belov'd* dishooour'd pledge ! 
*< I lay th^ thus on this rude stone^ ' 

* That gazers o'er this fearful ridge* 
** Might leara> from thee, that I am gone I 

* Here witness thou how Mary fell, 
" To expiate her foul disgrace ; 

* And soon to her betrayer t«U 
'« The tale that time shall ne'^r effacibl*'^ 

She clasped her liands — slie rais'd ber eyss. 

In bitterest anguish of despair ; — 
Wild was the eeean — dark the ^ies ! 

No hope remaiu'cU-^nebelp was near, 

Down — down she pluog^d — ^the dashing ft^lve 

Received Her au ita mur muring breast; 
And, rolUng baek, the gulpby gm^e 

Composed her strfi^liiig teart to rest I 
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\ 

THE DEVILS WHO CATCH MEN. 



IN a rook was his mansion beside the hoarse main 

Whose dashings at distance was heard : 
But the prince's soft limbs were ungalfd by a chain* 
He was serv'd on the Itneeby the Paladin train. 
And was gay as the cage-piisou'd bird. 

At his birth the physicians were met in debate^ 

And his horoscope earnestly read ; 
The pkmets were adverse ; end sad they* relate 
Their fearful conjunction, whose menacing ftite 

Now glares o'er his infantine head. 

'* From his cradle three lustres must dark pass away» 

*< And the sun mwBi be. hid from his e} es » 
" If before he eno6unterthefpl«ndor of day, 
" The clear orbs of visicNi dopriv'dof tbeir ray 
'« Shall in vain ^e«k the light of the skies." 

A mountaifi wa9 hoUow'd, a cavern delvM wide, 
^ With arches and piRars of ston^ ; 
A fire, that with cedars blasM fragrant, defied 
The damps that arose from the salt oOeaa-tide» 
And with far-streamiog radiancy shone. 

The ivory couches with purple were dight-, 

The walls hung with arras-around ; 
There-hawks, hounds, and horses, were picturM to 

sight. 
And woods waving green, and clear streams purling 
bright. 
And huntsmen their horns. seemM to sound. 

Beaten gold all the ceiling's archM surface o'erlaid; 

Birds warbled in cages of gold ; 
^nd as if by some minstrel's invisible aid. 
With musical echo soft instruments play'd. 

As the passing waves outwardly roird. 
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The Columns of stone, that encircled the care. 

Were fraught with philosophy's lore ; 
In letters of gold did a sage there engrave 
The words of the wise,, and the deeds of the brave, 
The feats and the virtaes of yore. 

The mnnce with a lute the slow moments beguil'd. 

Or the target was^ierc^d by his lance ; 
With silent obMrvance the governor smiKd 
At the restless aspirings that wrought in the child. 
And that ilasa*d in the roll of his glance. 

Hark I timbrels r^«cho and dulcimers ring ; 

l^onga of triumph float distant in air : 
The PaJadias ^ater ; the queen and the king : 
Their smiles, their embraces, their blessings they 
luring. 

The prince to his people they bear. 

The sun sliines in gold; the broad heavens are blue ; 

The waves green aa emerald foU ; 
The city^s bright pinnacles dazzle his view. 
The crowds tjirongin^ thiok as the stars or the dew. 

Oppress and bewilder his souU 

O'er the vast, floating multitude wanders his gase. 
O'er the banners, the shields, arwl the spears: 

Recover'd at length from his dazzled amaz^; 

The gifts which his parents have brought he surveys. 
And perplex*d in his rapture appears. 

TJiere vestments of silver, and vestments of gold, i 

Are gorgeously pird on the plain: 
In heaps, pearls and rubies and sapphires are rolPd, 
And pictdre?, and statues of exquisite mould. 

His choice with their beauties detaiu. 

There stood gilded chariots, and coursers snow-white. 

With trappings of crimson array 'd: 
There mail rich-euiblaz'd p:litter''d keert on hie Mght, 
And helms in the pomp and reepJ^udence of light, 
Crested dark with the plume*8 nodding shade* 
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Here lingered tfie youth ; tut he lifted his eyes . 

On the throi^ that assembled abound : 
When sudden be starts with a glance of surprize, 
His blotod circles feat, and his breath panting flies. 

And the hollQw belpi clangs on the |j^o^ud• 

He whispew confiw'd in tb« goreroor's ear, 

" What creatures, 1 pray thee, are those ? 
** More soft eVnthltn boys their mild features appear, 
«< They touch me with joy, yft they thrill me with 
"fear, 
" And my blood with strange ardency glows," 

His age-silv^r'd head then Ydrooicus shook, 
Thkyo.^th's b#i)d he earnestly pressed ; 
<< Oh ! fatal the^ afe; shun that soul-thrilling lookf 
*< Which already thy ga^e wi^hits venom hath strook^ 
" Lest the poi^b 8i»k,4€.W »» thy breast. 

« They with jewelsaredeck'd, and in scarlet are drest, 
«« Aad their ringlets are wreath'd hke the vine : 

«« Their shapeis the fv-tre^'s; the swan's is their breast ; 

•« Full many a wretch have their eyes robb*d of rest, 
« Oh let not that folly be thine ! 

♦« But, listen, my prince ! I will tell thee their namc^ 
•< And thy pulse will beat fearfully then ; 

« Thyself shalt my wisdom and caution proclaim ; 

«« Oh ! shun as the plague, as the sword,, as the flame» 
•< The Devils, the snarers of men!" 

Adonias was mute— but his eyes lingerM yet 
On the damsels that smiling stood by : 

Their enajfwuringglauees with his fretqu^nt met ; 

His feet s^em'd entangled as 'twere with a »^t. 
And his heart str^^kd ^oft.with a nigh, 

'^ My father! my father! the gems and the ^old 

."Someether uoenvied may bear : 
«' But thus kt the.choice of my fancy be told ; 
** Oh I give me the D^svils whom tJiere I beholdt 
«< Those Devils who men .can ensnare V* 
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elegiac^ 



ELEGY 

On the death of Lady Coventry. 

MASON,- 



THE midnight clock has toU'd ; and hark, the bell 
Of death beats slow ! hear ye the note profound ^ 

It pauses now; and now with rising knell. 
Flings to the hollow gale its sullen sound. 

Yes CoTENTRY is dead. Attend the strain. 
Daughters of Albion! ye that, li^ht as air. 

So oft havetript in her fantastic train. 
With hearts as gay, and faces half as fair ; 

For she was fair beyond your brightest bloom : 
This envy owns since now her bloom is fled. 

Fair as the forms that, wove in fancy's loom. 
Float in light vision round the poet's head. 
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Whene'er with soft serenhy she smird. 

Or caught the orient blu»h of quick surprise* 

iiow 6\veetly mutable, liow brightly wild» 
The liquid lustre darted from her eyes ? 

Each look, each motion wak'd a new-born grace. 
That o'er her form its transient glory cast: 

Some lovelier wonder soon usurped the place, 
Chas'd by a charm still lovelier than tne last. 

That bell again ! it tells us what she is; 

On what she was no more the strain prolong: 
.Luxuriant fancy pause: an hour like this 

Demands the tribute ^f a serious song« 

3Iaria claims it from that sable bier. 

Where cold and wan the slum berer rests her head* 
In still small whispers to reflection's ear. 

She breathes the solemn dictates of the dead. 

<0 catch the awful notes, and lift them loud ; 

Proclaim the theme, by sage« by fool r.ev^M; 
Hearit ye young, y^ vaio, ye great, ye proud, 

'Tis nature speaks, and nature will be heard. 

Yes, ye shall hear, and tremble as ye hear. 

While, high with health, your hearts exulting leap:: 

'E*en in the midst of pleasure's mad career. 
The mental monitor shall wake and weep. 

For say, than Coventby's propitious star. 
What brighter planet on your birth arose ; * 

Or gave of torlune's gifts an ampler share. 
In life to lavish, or by death to lose ! 

Early to lose; while, borne on busy wing. 
Ye sip the nectar of each varying bloom ; 

'Nor fear« while basking in the beams of spring. 
The wintry storm that sweeps you to the tomb. 

Think of her fate ! revere the heav'nly hand 

That led her hence, though soon, by steps so slow; 
i^ong at her couch death took his patient stand. 
And menac'd oft, and oft withheld the blow : 
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To give reflection time, with lenient art, 
Eaeh fond delusion from her soul to iteal ; 

Teach her from folly peaceably to part, 
And w^n her from a world she lov'd so weVK 

Say, are ye sure his mercy shall extend 
To you so long a span ? Alas, ye sigh ; 

Make then, while yet'ye may, your God your friend. 
And learn with equal ease to sleep op die! 

Nor think the muse, whose sober voice ye hear, 
Contracts with bigot frown her sullen brow ; 

Casts round religion's orb the mists of fear. 

Or shades with horrors,what with smiles should glow. 

No; sh^ would warm you with seraphic fire, 
Heirs, as ye are, of heavVs eternal day ; 

Would hid you boldly to that heav'n aspire. 
Not sink and slumlber iti your cells of clay. 

Know, ye were form'd to range yon azure field, 
fn yon ethereal founts of bliss to lave; 

Force then, secure in faith's protecting shield. 
The sting from death, the victVy from, the grave. 

Is this the bigot's rant? Away, ye vain,. 

Y«ur hopes, your fears, iri doubt, in^ulness steep t 
Go sooth yoar souls in sickness, grief Or pAiti^ 

With, the sad solace of eternal sleep. 

Yet wilM praise you, triflers as ye are. 

More than those preachers of your fav'rite creed. 

Who proudly swell the brazen throat of war. 
Who form the phalanx, bid the battle bleeds 

Nor wish for more : who conquer, but to die. 
Hear, folly, hear ; and triumph in the tale : 
Like you, they reaison ; uot, like y'ou, lenjoy 
' The breeze of bliss, that filU your silkei) sail ; 

On pleasure's glitt'ring stream ye gaily steer 
Your little course to cold oblivion's shore ; 

They dare the storm, and, through tV inclement year. 
Stem the rough &urge» and brare the torreut'a roar. 
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Is it for glory ? that just fate denies; 

Long must the warctor moulder io his^shroud^ 
Ere from her trump the heav'n-breath'd accents rise# 

That lift the hero frem the fighting crowd. 

Is it his grasp of empire to extend? 

To curb the fury of insulting foes ? 
Ambition, cease; the idle contest end: 

'Tisbut a kingdom thou canst win or lose« 

And why must mnrder'd myriads lose their all. 

If life be all, why desolat'toa low'r. 
With famish'd frown, on this affrighted ball. 

That thou may'st flame the meteor of ah hour ? 

"Go, wiser ye, that flutter life away«. 

Crown with the mantling j vice the goblet high ; 
Weave the light 'danoe, with festive freedom gay» 

And live your moment, since the next ye die. 

Yet know, vain sceptics, know, tV Almighty mind* 
Who breath'd on man a portion of his fire. 

Bade his free soul, by earth nor time con fin-d. 
To heaven, tp immortality aspire. 

^or shall the pile'of hope, his mercy rear'd. 
By vain philosophy be e'er destroyed ; 

|Eteruity, by all orwish'd or fear'd, 
Shall be hy M or jiiffer'd or enjoy 'd. 
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ELEGIAC ST AN2A'S^ 

To Fidele in Cymbeline. - 

DEAMODT. 



FEAR no more the sciH-chiog heat; 

Fear no more the drinng shower : 
Life has tir'd thy pilgrim feet ; 

Death has nipt thy budding Howen 

Fains nor aches shall vex thy form ; 

Nor penary with gripe «^f steel ; 
Frozen deadi'fr benumbing storm » 

Has marr'd that breast that woni to feel* 

Yet shall fond friendship, cherub niild. 
With balmy wing defend thy tomb ; 

And hov'ring love» a weeping child. 
Rove sadly through the sacred gloom. 

Fond widows, of their loves bereav'd, 
Shall o'er the fresh sod pensive bend; 

And village maids untimely griev'*d. 
Thy sweetly silent scene attend* 

Full many a* prayer shall o'er thy clay 
Devoutly breathe from artless lip. 

Full many moan,, at close of day. 
From plaintive bosom heaving deep. 

Oft as the shepherd passes by> 

Shall sorrow catch each mourning wind,. 
And innocence with incense sigh. 

Casta long lingering look behind^. 

Here shall no dismal exii'd fay. 
In vapVish shroud terrific drest, 

AfFrrght thy votive train away. 

And scare the tender hermit's breast,. 
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But ^1ea8» of MMhrne gjkl the place. 
When light siiAs faulting in the west ; 

And morning's smilings purple grace 
With orient dawn thy peace&l rest* 

On the greeR turf of twinkling dew 
That holds the loveliest frame helow. 

Shall spring assort her harebells blue. 
And fling her gems of living snow. 

The lark shall here bep^in his song 
Amid the awful stillness round; 

And cooing turtles freqnent throng 

The branch that marks the secret gronnd. 

Meanwhile thy poet's* floating shade 
Shall from the womb of night emerge. 

Review tby rites most duly paid. 
And sing his dear Fidele's dirge. 

Fear no more the scorching heat ; 

Fear ho moire the driving shower: 
Life has tir*d thv pilgrim feet. 

Death has nipt thy budding flower. 

* Collins. 



ELEGY ON THE RUINS OF A CHURCH, 

HJIS. CARTER. 



SILENT and cool the dews of evening fall, 
Hush'd is the vernal masic of the groves^ 

From yon thick boughs the birds of darkness call. 
And mark the walk that contemplation loves* 

In shapeless grandeur thro^ the dubious shade. 
That gothic structure rises unconfin'd; 

Imagination feels a sacred dread, 

And aw€s to sober thought th' astonibh*d mind. 
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Successive seasons as they roU, sunrey 

Still n mm pair' d these solid colamns standi 

While, cold and senselens, moalder^ in decay 

The limbs which rais*.d them^ and the head whick 
plaan*d« 

NoTfor fhemselves, the toiling artists build. 
Not for himself contrives the studious sas^e^ 

To distant views by mystic force corapelPd, 
All give the present to th^ future age* 

Beneath the shelter of -thi& revVend pile. 
The ^various schemes of busy care repose: 

O'er the dark tombs, along each peopled isle. 
The meon's pale beam a faint reflection shows* 

Here death his melancholy pomp display*. 
And all his terrors stnke on fancy's eye-: 

To fancj^'s ear each hollow gale conveys. 
In chilling sounds^ the last expiring sigh« 

Mute is .each Syren Passion's faithless song, 
Check'd and suspended by the solemn scene: 

Mute the wild clamours of the giddy throng. 

And only heard the ** still small voice" within. — 

Ambition, 'sirk'ning.y views ihe latirel'd bust — 

The weak reward for )ears of laurel'd strife: 
While Pleasure's garland witltering in the dust. 

Confutes the gayer hope of frolic life- 
While folly dictates, and while reason scorns 

The vain regrets of disappointed art. 
E'en virtue sighs, while poor affection mourns 

The blasted comforts o£ the desert h^art. 

Yet checTc that Impious thought, my gentle friend-, 
Which bounds our prospects by our fleeting breath, 

W^hich hopeless sees unlinish'd life descend— 
And ever bars the prisoh ^ates of death, y 
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Ah ! wfattt iv fri^dvhipy of HtKMioe dmjoiii*<l» ' 

The syttifpAthette tic unitetrnft m^rti 
Ah ! What i* virtue^ if h^lbw cfonliit'd ? 

The fruttlfSi^traggld «f a toHwt»e hoiin 

To perfect pawli tbre* ewah prcpri^elsiire 6tage» 
The ^>o^♦drh of ifitelleetual being tend) 

Nor raging elements > nor waiting age 

Shall e'er defeat their heav'it-vppointad end* 

To perfectjoy, from pain and chabct secure. 

The s»ighing heart springs Uf^wahd irotit the dUst, 

Where safe from suffering and from frtriky ptMrcr^ 
Unite the DOtml sf^ifits of the Jii#ti 

0*er the ^d Tel'ws of •nr mortal day^ 
No m^r^ let fan«y tiii^k in hopelesagricff : 

But, iid«'d by fUith to happier rie^\ s«rVay 
The blooming fuvmto of yenotated lifew 

To nature, ire*cft*d frtwn eOf^rttpttow'spoW*?, 
The gkd Arehan^l tvfh httt A#(al Torce: 

lie sw^iv-s that time dnd change shari foe no iildref 
Hear eaf^ and l9sav'ti~! andearlhatidhtav'tircp)icet 



THE SAILOR, 
An Elegy. 



THE sailor sighs ^s sinlcs his native shore. 
As all its lessening tnrrats btuely fade ; 

He climbs the mast to feast his eye once more. 
And bu#y fancy fondly lends her aid. 

Ah ! now each dear, domestic scetic he knew, 
Recaird and cherished in a foreign clime. 

Charms with the magic of a moonlight view. 
Its colours mellow'd, not impair'a, by time. 
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True as the needle, homeward points his heart. 
Thro' all the horrors of the stormy main ; 

This the last wish with which ils warmth could part. 
To meet the smile of her he loves ag^in* 

When Morn first faintly draws her silver line. 
Or Eve's grey doud descends to drink the wave; 

When sea and sky in midnight darkness join. 
Stilly still he views the parting look she g;ave. 

Her gentle spirit lightly hov'ringo'er, 
Attends his little bark from pole to pole ; 

And when the beating billows round him roar. 
Whispers sweiel hope to sooth his troubled soul. 

CarvM is her name in many a apicy grove. 
In many a plantain forest, waving wide; 

Where dusky youths in painted plumage rove. 
And giant palms o*er-arch the yellow tide. 

But, lo, at last he comes with crouded sail, 
Lo, o'«r the clifiP what eager figures bend ! 

Jknd hark ! what mingled murmurs swell the gale ! 
In each tue hears the welcome of a friend* 

— 'Tis she, 'tis she herself I she waves her hand. 
Soon is the anchor cast, the canvass furVd; 

Soon thro' the whit'ning surge he springs to land. 
And clasps the maid he singled from the world* 
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ELEGY. 

WHITEHEAD. 

Written at the Convent ofHaut ViUerSy in 
Champagne, 1754* 



Silent and clear, througb yonder peacefal vaTe^ . 

While Mame*9 »low waters weave their mazy way,. 
See to tV exulting sun, and fost'ring gale, 

What boundless treasures his rich banks display*- 

Fast by the stream, and at the mountain's base. 
The lowing herds through living pastures rove; 

Wide waving harvests crown the rising space ; 
And still superior' nods the viny grove. 

High on the top, as guardian of the scene. 
Imperial Sylvan spreads his umbrage wide; 

Nor wants there many a cot and spire between, 
Grin the vale, or on the mountain's side: 

To mark that man as tenant of the whole, 
Claims the just tribute of his culturing care» 

Yet pays to heaven, in gratitude of soul. 

The boon which heaven accepts of„ praise and 
prayer. 

dire effects of war ! the time has been 
When desolation vaunted here her reigir. 

One ravag'd desart was yon beauteous scene, \ 
And Marne ran purple to the frighted Seine. 

Oft at his work» the toilsome day to cheat. 
The swain still talks of those disastrous times. 

When Guise's pride, and Conde's ill-starr'd heat^ 
Taught christian zeal to authorize their crimes ; 
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Oft to his children sportive on the grass. 
Does dreadful talesjof worn tradition tell. 

Oft points to Epernay's ill-fated pass. 

Where force thrice triumphed, and where Biron fell, 

O dire effects of war ! may evermore 

Through this«weet vale the voice ^f ^Vicprdcease! 
A British bard to Gallia's fertile shore 

Can wish the blessings of eterna.1 peace. 

Yet say, ye monks, beneath whose moss-grown seat. 
Within whose cloistered cells th' indebted muse 

Awhile sojourns, for meditation meet, 

And these loose thoughts in pensive stwua pursues. 

Avails it aught, that war's rude tumults spaie 
' Yon clustered vineyard, or yon golden field. 
If ni^;ards to yours^v^s, And fond of <:are, 

You slight the^yii their copious trea§m^ yi^ld. 

Avails it aught, that nature's libVal hand 
With every blessing grateful man can know, 

Clothes the rich bosom of yon smiling land. 

The mountain's sloping side or pendent brow.<->- 

If meagre fiMnine paint y«ur paUid chf«k, 

If breaks the oudaight bell your hour»of rest, ' 

If midst heart-chilling damps, and winter bleak. 
You shun the ohearfal bowl, and moderate ^ast ! 

Look forth, and be convipcM ! 'ti« nature pl^i»di3> 
Her ample volume opens oo your view ; 

The simple-minded swain, who running reads. 
Feels the glad truth, and is it hid from you ? 

Look forth, and be convinced ! yon prospects wide. 
To reason^s ear how forcibly they speak ! 

Compared withthpse, how dull is letter'd pride ! 
And Austin's babVling eloquence how weak! 

TempVance, not abstinence, in every bliss 

Is man's true joy, and therefore Heaven's commands 

The wretcH who riots, thanks his God ami«s ; 
Who stttrves, rejects the bounties of his hand« 



Digitized 



by Google 



POETICAL SELIECTIONS. ' 157 

Mark while the Marne, in ypn full channel glides. 
How smooth his course, how nature smiles around I 

But should impetuous torrents swell his tides, 
The fairy landscape sinks in oceans drownM, 

Nor less disastrous, should his thrifty urp 
Neglected leave the once well water'd land. 

To dreary wastes yon Paradise would turn 
Polluted ooze, or heaps of barren sand. 



ELEGY. 

LANGHORNE. 



AND were they vain, those soothing lays he sung, 
Children of fancy ? Yes, your song was v^in, • 

On each soft air though rapt attention hung. 
And silence listened on the sleeping plain. 

The strains yet vibrate on my ravish'd ear. 
And still to smile the mimic beauties seem. 

Though now the visionary scenes appear 
Like the faint traces of a vanished dream* 

lyiirror of life! the glories thus depart. 

Of all that youth, and love, and fancy frame, 

When painful anguish speeds the piercing dart, 
Or envy blasts the blooming flowers of fame. 

Nurse of wild wishes, and of fond desires, 
Tlie prophetess of fortune, false and vain* 

To scenes where peace in ruin's arms expires. 
Fallacious hope deludes her hapless train. 

Go, syren, go — thy charms on others try ; 

My bf aten bark at length has reach'd the shore; 
Yet on the rock my drooping garments lie. 

And let me perish if I trust thee mor«, 
p 



Digitized 



by Google 



158 POETICAL SELECTIONS. 

Cone, gentle quret! long neglected maid ! 

Oh come and lead me to thy mossy cell ! 
There unregarded in the peaceful shade* 

With calm repose and silence let me dwelU 

Come, happier hours of sweet unanxious reist. 
When all the struggling passions should subside. 

When peace shall clasp me to her plumy breast. 
And smooth my silent minutes as they glide. 

But chief, thou goddess of the thoughtless eye. 
Whom never cares or passions discompose, 

O blest insensibility ! be nigh. 
And with thy soothing hand my weary eyelids closer 

Then shall the cares of love and glory cease. 

And all the fond anxieties of fame ; 
Alike regardless in the arms of peace, 

If these extol, or those debase» a name. 

In 'Lyttleton, tho' ^11 the muses* praise, 

Hil9 gen'rous praise shall then delight no more. 

Nor the sweet magic of his tender lays, 

Shall touch the bosom whic^i it charmed before* 

Nor then, though malice, with insidious guise 
Of friendship, ope the utisuspecfting breast ; 

Nor then, though envy broach her black'ning lies. 
Shall these deprive me of a mementos rest. 

O state to be desir'd ! when hostile rage 
Prevails in human more than savage haunts; 

When man with man external war will wage. 
And never yield that mercy which he wants. 

When dark design invades the cheerful hotir ; . 

And draws the heart with social freedom warm. 
Its cares, its wishes, and its thoughts toponr. 

Smiling insidious with the hopes of harm. 

Vain man, to others' filings still severe. 
Yet not one foible in himself can find ; 

Another's faults to folly'^yes are clear. 
But to her own e'en wisdom's self is blind. 
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Oh ! let me still, from these low follies free, -^ 

This sordid malice and inglorious strife, 

Myself the subject of my censure be. 

And teach my heart to comment on my life. 

With thee, Philosophy,, still let me dwell* 
My tutor'd mind from vulg'ar meannegji «ftve» 

Bring peace, bring quiet, to my bumble <:ell» 
AecL bid then^ lay the greei^ turf oa my. grtrew 



ELEGY, 
Written in Jamaica^ in I788. 

MACNEIL. 



RELENTLESS death! ah! why so soon. 
Cut down the flowret fair to view! 

Pale gleam'd the light of yonder moon. 
When pest'lence shed her deadly dew ! 

The mora.arose serene and clear. 
The sun refulgent glow'd at noon* 

But nought the drooping flower could cheer. 
Ah ! wherefore droop'd the flower so soon ! 

By yonder tree (hiii fav'rite shade, 

Where late he joyed with sports and playj 

They dig his grave; there, lowly laid. 
Sleeps Campbeirs silent senseless clay ! 

Ah ! what avails the tear and sigh 
That close lov'dboy ! thy fun'ral gloom ! 

The doleful dirge, and frantic cry 
Of Afric's mourners round thy tomb ! 

Ah! what avails! But cease the strain ; 

Ye weeping f»reuts, dry the tear. 
See Philomela joins the train. 

And idiaunts a requiem o*er his bier. 
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> Sweetly she warbles* perch!d on bigh» 

Far from her mate and haunts of even; 
She comes an herald from the sky. 
To greet thexherub soul to heaven. 

Vet here should pensive pilgrim stray 
Atsoft'ning eve or fervent noon» 

Here may he heave the sigh and say 

•« Ah wherefore drooped the flbwer so soon ;" 



ELEGIAC STANZAS ON MYSELF. 

DERMOBY. 



TO pleasure's wiles an easy prey, 

fieneath this sod a bosom ties ; 
Yet spare the meek oifender^s clay. 

Nor part with dry averted eyes/ 

O stranger! if thy wayward lot 

Thro' folly's heedless maze has led ^ 

Here nurse the true, the tender thought. 
And fling the wild flower on his head. 

For he by this ccjd hillock clad. 

Where tall grass twines the pointed stone^ 
Each gentlest balm of feeling had. 

To sooth all sorrow but his own. 

For he, by tuneful fancy rear'd, 
(Tho' ever dumb he sleeps below) 

The stillest sigh of anguish heard. 
And gave a tear to every woe. 

Oh ! place his dear harp by his side, 
(His harp, alas! his only hoard,) 

The fairy breeze at even tide 

Will trembling kiss each weeping chord. 
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Oft on yon crested cYi^ he JSttood^ 
When mi»ty ttvUigbt «tf«iMiiM anBiuid» 

To mark the vHowlfheawm^ i<»od« 
And catdi the deqp viure^s MdW icnind* 

Oft when tlie rosy dawn was seen 
'Mid hhxe to gild the blushing ste^^ 

He trac'd o'er yonder margent greea 
The curling cloud of fragrance sweep» 

Oft did he pause, the lark to hear. 

With speckled wing the skies explore; 

Oft paus'd to see the slow ftock-near : 
But he shall hear and see no niore» ^ 

Then, stranger, be his foibles lost; 

At such small foibles rirtue sniil*d : 
Few was their number, large their cost ; 

For he was natttre*8 orphan-chUd^ 

The graceful drop of -pky spare, 

(To him the bright drop once belong'd :) 

Well, well his doom-desenws thy care ; 
Much, much he suffered, — much was wrong' d. 

When taught by life its^ pangs to know^ 

Ah ! as thou roam^st the cheque r'd gloom. 
Bid the 8we€ft night-bird's numbers flow. 
And the last sna*beam light his tomb» 
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MISS TAEBQT. 



O, form'd for boundless bliss I immortal sou!» 
Why dost thou prompt the smelancholy sigh. 

While evening shades disclose the glowing pole^ 
And silver moon«beams tremble a*er the sky* 

There glowing stars shall fade^ this moon shall faU> 
This transitory sky shall melt away.». 

Whilst thou triumphantly surviving all. 
Shall glad expatiate in eternal day* 

Sickens the mind with loi^ngs vainly great,^ 
To trace mysterious wiscU)m*s secret ways,. 

While chained and bound in this ignoble state. 
Humbly it breathes sincere«. imperfect praise ?- 

Onglows the beating h^art with sacred fires. 
And longs to mingle in the worlds of love I 

Or, foolish trembler, feeds its fond desires 
Of earthly good? Or dreads life's ills to provcL^r 
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Back does it trace Aheilight of former years. 
The friends lamented, and the pleasures past ? 

Or wii^gM with forecast vain, and impious fears. 
Presumptuous to the clouds^bid future haste; 

Hence, far begone, ye fancy rfolded pains, . 

Peace, trembling heart, be every sigh supprest: 
Wisdom supreme, eternal goodivess reigns. 

Thus far is sure: to heaven resi<?n tHe rest. 



ELEGY, 
Written in Spritig. 

BRUCE. 



'TIS past; the iron north has spent his rage ; 

Stern winter now resigns the length* ning day p. 
The stormy howlinss of the winds assuage. 

And warm o*er ether western breezes play. 

Of genial heat and cheerful light the source, 
From southern climes beneath another sky, 

The sun, returning, wheels his golden course I, 
Before his beams all noxious vapours fly». 

Far to the north grim winter draws hts train^ 
To his own dime, to Zembla^s frozen shore v 

Where, thron*d on ice, he holds eternal reign ; 
Where whirlwinda madden,, and where tempests 
roar. 

Loos'd from the band^ of ffost, the verdltnt ground. 

Again puts on her robe of cheerful green. 
Again puts forth her flow'rs t and all around. 

Smiling, the cheerful face of 'spring is seen. 

Behold ! the trees new deck their wither'd^ boughs ;^; 

Their ample leaves the hospitable plane. 
The taper elm, and lofty ash disclose :. 

Tb« blooming hawthorn vnriegates the. sceofu. 
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' The lily of the vale, of flow*i« Ihe ic^aem. 

Puts on the robe she neither «eifM nor spiniT 

The birds on ground, or on the branches green. 
Hop to and firo^ and glitter in tlie sun. 

Soon as o^er eastern hills the morning peers* 
From her low nest the tufted lark upsprings; 

And, cheerful singing, up the air she steers; 

Still high she mouatSy still loud and sweet she 
sings*. 

On the green furze, clothM o^er with golden blooms,. 

That till the air with fragrance all around. 
The linnet sits, and tricks his glossy plumes. 

While o*er the wild bis broken notes resound* 

While the sun journeys down the western sky, 

Along the greensward, mark'd with Roman moiind> 

£eneath the blithesome shepherd's watchful eye. 
The cheerful lambkins dance and frislc around » 

Now is tbe time for those who wisdom, love. 
Who love to walk in virtue's flow'ry road^ 

Along the lovely paths of spring to rove 
And follow nature up to nature's God* 

Thus Zoroaster studied nature's laws; 

Thus Socrates, tbe wisest of mankind ; 
Thus heaven-taught Plato trac*d the Almighty aiusej. 

And left tbe wood' ring multitude behind. * ^ 

Thus Ashly gather'd academic bays; 

Thus gentle Thomson, as the seasons roll, 
Taught them to sing the great Creator's praise^ 

And bear their poet's name from pole to pole. 

TbiM have I walk'd along the dewy lawn ; 

My frequent foot tbe blooming wild hath worn r 
Before the lark I've sung the beauteous dawn. 

And giktber'd healtb from all the gales of motBw - 
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And, e*en when winter chillM the aged year, 
I wandered lonely o*er the hoary plain ; 

Though frosty Boreas urarn'd me to forbear, 
Boreas, with all his tempests warned in vain» 

Then sleep my nights, and quiet blessed my days ; 

I fear'd no loss, my mind was all my store : 
No anxious wishes e*er disturbed my ease ; 

Heaf*n gave content and health, — lask'd no more* 

Now spring retiirns; but not to me returns 
The vernal joy my better years have known ; 

Dim in my breast life's dying taper burns, . 
And all the joys of life with health are flown. 

Starting and shiv'ring inth* inconstant wind. 
Meagre and pale, the ghost of what I was. 

Beneath some blasted tree I lie reclin'd. 
And count the silent moments as they pass; 

The winged moments, whose unetaying speed 
Npart can stop, or in their conrse arrest; 

Whose flight shall shortly count me with tlie dead, ; 
And i^y me down in peace with those that rest. 

Oft morning dreams presage approaching fate; 

Aqd morning dreams, as poets tell, are true; 
Led by pale ghosts, I enter death's dark gate. 

And bid the realms of life and light adieu. 

I hear the helpless wail, the shtriek of woe; 

I see the muddy .wave, the dreary shore ; 
The sluegish streams that slowly creep belbw. 

Which mortals visits ainl return no more. 

Farewell, ye blooming fields! ye cheerful plains! 

Enough for me the church-yard's lonely mound, 
Where melancholy with still silence reigns. 

And the rank grass waves o'er thecheerless groittpd. 

Th^re let me wander at th« close of ev^, . . ; 

When steep sits dewy on the labourer's eyes ; 
The world and all its busy follies leave. 

And talk with wisdom where my Daphuiis lies« 
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There let me sleep forgotten in the clay. 

When death shall shut these weary aching ey^; 

Rest in the hopes of an eternal day, 
'TiU the loi^ night is gone, and the lastmorn arise* 



ELEGY, 
Written on the Plains o/Fontenoy* 

i^NNA MATILDA. 



CHILL blows the blast, and twilight's dewy hand 
Draws in the west her dusky veil away; 

A deeper shadow steals along die land, * 
And nature muses at the death of day. 

Near thi» bleak waste no frieiidly inaiision rears 
Its walls, where mirth and social joys rettoufid ; 

But each «ad object melts the soul to tears. 
While horror treads the sacred bones arouiid« 

As thus alone and comfortless I roam. 

Wet with the drizzling show*r, I sigh sincere ; 

I cast a fond look tow'rds my native l^me. 
And think what valiant Britons perish'd here. 

Yes, the time was, nor very far the date. 
When carnage here her crimson toil be^n ; 

When nations' standards wav*d in threat'nmg state^ 
And mail, the murderer, met the murd'rer, man. 

For war is murder, tho** the voice of kings 
Has sty I'd it justice, styl'd it glory too; 

Yet, from worse motives neroe ambttioa springs> 
And there fixM prejudice is all we view t 

But sure 'tis Heav'n*« immutable decree. 
For thousands ev'ry age in fight to fill ; 

Some nat'ral cause prevails we eannot see„ 
J^d that is fate which we ambiti<m calU 
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O let th' aspiring warrior think with gnef» 
That as produced by chy mic art ri^n'd ; 

So glittering conquest from the laurel-leaf 
Extracts a general poison for mankind* 

Here let me wander at the midnight hour. 

These morbid rains, these gelid gales to meet; 
And mourn, like me, the ravages of pow'r ! 
. And feel, like me, that victory is defeat ! 

Nor deem, ye vain I that e^er I mean to swell 
My feeble verse with many a sounding nanfie; 

Of such the mercenary bard may tell. 
And call such dreary desolation, fame. 

The genuine muse removes the thin disguise 

That cheats the world, whene'er she deigns to sing; 

And full as meritorious^ to her eyes. 
Seems the poor soldier as the mighty king. 

Yet much ray beatingbreast respects the brave; 

Too well I love them not to mourn their fate : 
Why should they seek for greatness in the grave? 

Their hearts are noble, and in life they're great. 

Nor think Mis but in war the brave excel—- 

To valour ev'ry virtue is ally'd ; 
Here faithful friendship 'mid the battle fell. 

And love, true love, in bitter anguish dy'd* 

Alike I shun in labour'd strains to show. 

How Britain more than triumph'd, tho' she fled : 

Where Louis stood ; where stalk'd the column slow : 
I turn from these and dwell upon the dead. 

Alas I the solemn slaughter I retrace. 

That checks life's current circling thro' my veins, 
Bath'd in moist sorrow msny a beauteous face. 

And gave a grief, perhaps, that still remains. 

I xan no more-— an agony too keen 

Absorbs my senses, and mv mind subdues: 

Hard were that heart which here could beat seriene. 
Or the just tribute of a pang refuse* 
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But lo ! thro' yonder opening cloud afar 
Shoots the bright planet's sanguinary ray. 

That bears thy name, fictitious lord of war! 
And with red lustre guides my lonely way. 

Then, Fontenoy, farewell ! yet much I fear 
(Wherever chance my course compels) to find 

Discord and blood — the thrilling sounds I hear ; 
•• The noise of battle hurtles in the wind.*' 

From barb'rous Turkey to Britannia's shore 
Opposing interests into rage increase; 

Destruction rears her sceptre, tumults roar, 
Ah ! where shall helpless man repose in peace? 



AN ELEGY, 

Wr'itUn in a Country Church Yard^ 

GRAY. 



THE curfew tolls the knell of parting day. 
The lowing herd windsloVvly o*er tne lea. 

The plpwman hohieward plods his weary way. 
And leaves the world to darkness and to me. 

Now fades theglimm'ring landscape on the sjght^ 
And all the air a solemn stillness holds. 

Save where the beetle wheels his drony flight. 
And drowsy tinklihgs lull the distant folds* 

Save that from yonder ivy-mantled towV, 
The moping owl does to the moon complain. 

Of such as wandering near the secret bow'r^ 
Molest her ancieut, solitary reign. 

Beneath thpse rugged elms, that yew-tree's shade. 
Where heaves the turf in many a mouldering heap,. 

Each in his narrow cell for ever laid. 

The rude forefathers of the hamlet sleep. 
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The breezy call of ineense-breathing morn, 

The swallow twitt'riog from the straw-built shed^ 

The cock's shrill clarion, or the echoing horn. 
No more shall rouse them from their lowly bed. 

For them no more the blazing hearth shall burn. 
Or busy housewife ply her ev'ning care : 

No children run to lisp their sire's return, 
Or climb his knees the envy'd kiss to share. 

Oft did the harvest to their sickle yield, 

Their furrow oft the stubborn glebe has broke; 

How jocund did they drive their team afield ! 

How bow'd the woods beneath their sturdy stroke I 

Let not ambition mock their useful toil. 
Their homely joys, and destiny obscure : 

Nor grandeur near, with a disdainful smile. 
The short and simple annals of the poor. 

The boast of heraldry, the pomp of pow'r, 

Andall that beauty, all that wealth e*er gave» > 

Await alike th' inevitable hour ; — 
The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 

Nor you, ye proud, impute to these the fault» 
If mem'ry o'er their tombs no trophies raise. 

Where through the long-drawn aisle and fretted vault 
The pealing anthem swells the note of praise. , 

Can storied urn or animated bust 

Back to its mansion call the fleeting breath? 
Can honour's voice provoke the silent dust. 

Or flatt'ry soothe the dull cold ear of death? 

Perhaps in this neglected spot is laid 

Some heart once pregnant with celestial fire! 

Hands that the rod of empire might have swayed. 
Or wak'd to ecstacy the living Tyre. 

But knowledge to their eyes her ample page. 
Rich with the spoils of tifne, did ne'er unroll ; 

Chill penury repress'd thtir noble rage. 
And froze the genial current of the souK 
Q 
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Full many a gem of purest ray serene. 
The dark uufathoni'd caves of ocean bear ; 

Full many a flower is born to blush unseen. 
And waste its sweetness on .the desert air. 

Some village Hampden, that, witb dauntless breast. 

The little tyrant of his fields withstood; 
Some mute inglorious Milton here may rest, 
. Some Cromwell, guiltless of bis country's blood. 

Th' applause of listening senates to command. 
The threats of pain anxl ruin to despise. 

To scatter plenty o'er a smiling land. 

And read their hist'17 in a nation's eyes. 

Their lot forbade; nor circumscribed alone 

Their growing virtues, but their crimes confined: 

Forbade to wade through slaughter to a throne. 
And shut the gates of mercy on mankind. 

The struggling pangs of conscious truth to hide, 
To quench the blushes of ingenuous shame, 

Or heap the shrine of luxury and pride. 
With incense kindled at the muse's flame. 

Far from the madding crowd's- ignoble strife. 
Their sober wishes never learn'd to stray ; 

Along the cool sequesier'd vale of life 

Thf y kept the noiseless teuor of their way. 

Yet e'en those bones from insults to protect. 
Some frail memorial still erecteil nigh, 

\\ ith uncouth rhymes and slxipelesssculpiuredeck'd^ 
Implores the passing tribute of a sigh. 

Their name, their years, spelt by th' unletter'd muse^ 
The place of fan^e and elegy supply : 

Anil many a holy text around she strews. 
That teach the rustic moralist to die. 

For who to dumb forgetfulness a prey. 
This pleasing anxious being t'er resign'd, 

L<^ft the warm precincts of the cheerful day, 
'Sot cast one longing liug'ring look behind? 
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On some fond breast the parting soul relies. 
Some pious drops the closing eye requires ; 

E'en from the tomb the voice of nature cries, 
E*en in our ashes live their wonted fires. 

For thee, who, mindful of th* unhonour'd dead. 
Dost in these lines their artless tale relate; 

If chance, by lonely contemplation led. 
Some kindred spirit shall enquire thy fate. 

Haply some hoary-headed swain may say, 
<< Oft have we seen him at the peep of dawn 

«• Brushing with hasty steps the dew away, 
** To meet the sun upon the upland lawn. 

•* There, at the foot of yonder nodding beech, 
*• That wreathes its old fantastic root so high* 

** His listless, length at noon-tide would he stretch, 
** And pore upon the brook that bubbles by. 

** Hard by yon wood,' now smiling as in scorn, ~ 
*• Muttering his wayward fancies he would rove, 

** Now drooping woeful wan, like one forlorn, 
<* Or craz'd with care, or crossed in hopeless love. 

" One morn I miss'd him on the customed hill, 
" Along the heath and neur his favVite tree; 

•• Another came; nor yet beside the rill, 
•• Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he. 

<* The next with dirges due, in sad array, 

•• Slow thro' the church-way path we saw him borne ; 

** Approach and read (for thou canst read) the lay 
Grav'd on the stone beneath yon aged thorn. 

«* There scatter'd oft, the earliest of the year, 
•♦ By hands unseen, are showers of violets found 

** The redbreast loves to build and warble there, 
" And little footsteps lightly print the ground." 
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THE EPITAPH. 



Here rests his head upon the lap of earthy 
A youth to fortune and to fame unknown ; 

Fair science fr.own'd not on his humble birth, 
And melancholy mark'd him for her own,. 

Large was his bounty, and his soul sincere, 
lieav'n did a recompence as largely send ; 

He gave to mis'ry all he had— -a tear; 

He gain'd from Heav'n ('twas all he wishM) a friend ♦ 

No farther seek his merits to disclose. 

Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, 

(There they alike in trembling hope repose) 
The bosom of his Father and his God. 



CASTLE-BUILDING, 

An Elegy ^ 

ANONYMOUS. 



GODDESS of golden dreams ! whose magic power 
Shed^ smiles of joy o'er misery's haggard face,, 

And lavish strews the visionary Hower 
To deck life's dreary paths with transient grace ; 

I woo thee. Fancy, from thy fairy cell, 

Where, midst the endless woes of hun^an kind> 

^Vrapt in ideal bliss thou lov'st to dwell. 
And sport in happier regions uucoufinM. 
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Dfepsunfc, O goddess! in thy pleasing trance. 
Oft let me seek yon low sequestered vale. 

While wisdom's self shall steal a sidelong glance^ 
And smile contempt, yet listen to thy tale. 

Alas ! how little do her votaries guess 
Those rigid truths, which learned fools revere. 

Serve but to prove a bane to happiness ; — 
Our joys deliisive, hut our woes sincere. 

Be their's to search where clustering roses grow. 
Touching each sharp thorn^s poiat, to prove how 
keen ; 
Be mine, to trace their beauties as they blow. 

And catch their fragrance where they bfatsh un- 
seen. 

Haply my path may lie through barren vales. 
Where uiegard fortune all her sweets denies. 

E'en there shall Fancy scent the ambient gales. 
And scatter flow Vets of a thousand dyes. 

Nor let the worldling scoff; be his the task 

To form new schemes, and mourn his hopes be- 
trayed; 

Be mine to range unseen, ^t is all I ask. 

And frame new w&rlds beneath the silent shade. 

To look beyond the views of wealth and pride. 
Bidding the mind's eye gaze without controuJ, 

Through wild ecstatic day-dreams far and wide. 
To bring return of comfort to the soul ! 

To bid groves, hills, and lucid streams appear, 
The gilded spire, arch*d dome, and fretted vault. 

And sweet society, be ever near, 

Love ever young, and friends without a fault. 

I see,, entranced} the gay conceptions rise. 

My harvest ripen, and my white flocks thrive;. 

At?d still, as Fancy pours her large supplies, 
I taste the god-like happi.iess to give: 



Digitized 



by Google 



174 POETICAL St^LECfl6iiii 

To check the patieut widow's deep-fetch'd sigh^i 
And shield tier infant from the north<>bla8t rade^ 

To bid the sweetly glistening tear arise, 
Which swims in the glad eye of gratitude: 

To join the aKless maid, and honest swain. 
Where fortune rudely bacs the way to joy ; 

To ease the tender mother's anxious pain, 
And guard, with fostering hand, her darling boy ! 

To raise up modest merit from the ground. 

And send the unhappy, smiling, from my door; 

To spread content and cheerfulness around. 
And banquet on the blessings of the poor! 

Delicious dream! — ^how often dost thou give 

A ffleam of bliss, which truth would but destroy ; 

Oft'dost thou bid my drooping heart revive. 

And catch one chearful glimpse of transient joy. 

And, oh! how precious is that timely friend. 
Who checks affliction in her dread career ! 
Wsho knows distress, well knows that he may lend 
- One hour of life, who stops one rising tear. 

O, hut for thee, long since the hand of care 
Had raark'd with livid hue my withered cheek; 

Long since the shiv'ring grasp of cold despair ^ 
Had chiird my heart, and taught it how to break ; 

For ah ! affliction steals with transient flight, 
' Silent the stroke she gives, but not less keen; 
And bleak misfortune, like an eastern blight. 
Sheds black destruction, though it Hies unseen. 

O come, then, Fancy I and, with lenient hand. 
Dry my moist cheek, and smooth my furrow'd brow ; 

Bear me o'er smiling tracks of fairy land. 
And give me more than fortune can bestow ! 

Mix'd are her looks, and chequer'd all with ill ; 

Her smiles, the sunshine of an April morn; 
The cheerless, valley skirts the gilded hill. 

And latent storms on every gale are borne. 



Digitized 



by Google 



FOBTICAL SELECTIONS. 175 

Gire me thy hope^ which sickens not the heart. 
Give me thy wealth which hath no wings to fly. 

Give me the pride thy honours can impart. 
Thy frieadship gi?e liie, warm in poverty: 

Give me a wish, the worldling may deride. 

The wise may censure, and the proud may hater 

Wrapt in thy dreams, to lay the vvor,ld aside. 
And snatch a bliss beyond the reach of fate^ 



ELEGY. 

W. GIFFORD. 



I WISH I was where Anna lies J 
For I am sick of lingering here t 

And every hour affection cries. 
Go and partake her humble bien 

I wish I could ! for when she died 
I lost my all; and life has prov'd 

Since that sad hour a dreary void, 
A waste unlovely and unlov'd. 

But who, when I am turn'd to clay. 
Shall duly to her grave repair, * 

And pluck the ragged moss away, 

And weeds that have " no business there ?*' 

And who with pious hand shall bring 

The flowers she cherish'd, snowdrops cold. 

And violets that unheeded spring. 
To scatter o'er her holy moulds 

And who, while memory loves to dwell 

Upon het name for ever dear. 
Shall feel his heart with passion swell. 

And pour the bitter, bitter tear I-— 
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I did it; and, would fate allow. 

Should visit still, should still deplore — 

But health and strength have left me uow» 
And I, alas! can weep no more. 

Take then, swe^ maid^this simple strain,, 
The last I offer at thy shrine ; 

Thy grave must then undeck'd remain. 
And all thy memory fade with mine. 

And can thy soft persuasive look. 

Thy voice, that might with music vie,. 

Thy air, that every gazer took. 

Thy matchless eloquence of eye,. 

Thy spirits, frolicksome, as good. 
Thy courage by no ills dismayed. 

Thy patience, by no wrong subdu*d. 

Thy gay good-humour — Can they fade I 

Perhaps — but sorrow dims my eye : 

Cold turf, which I no more must vi^,. 

Dear name, which 1 no more must sigh^,. 
A long, a last, a sad adieu ! 



THE HUNTSMAN'S DIRGE. 

WALDRON. 



THE chase is o'er— the hart is slain .** 
The stateliest hart that graced the plain ; 
With breath of bugles wind bis knell, 
Then lay him low in death's drear dell !' 

Nor beauteous form, nor dappled hide,. 
Nor branching horns can long abide. 
Nor fleetest foot that scuds the heath 
Escapes the fleeter huntsman — Deatk*. 
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The hart is slain ! his faithful deer» 
In spite of hounds or huntsman near. 
Despising death and all his train, 
Laments tier hart, untimely slain ! 

The chace is o'er — ^the hart is slain ! 
The gentlest hart that graced the plain ; 
Blow soft your bugles — ^wind his knell. 
Then lay him low in death's drear dell! 



A DIRGE. 

CHATTERTOjr. 



O! sinff unto my roundelay, 

O I drop the briny tear with me> 
Dance no more at holiday. 
Like a running river, be I 
My love is dead. 
Gone, to his deathbed » 
All under the willow tree. 

Black his hair as the winter night. 

White his skin as the summer snow. 
Ruddy his face as the morning light. 
Cold he lies in the grave below ; 
My love is dead. 
Gone to his deathbed. 
All under the willow tree. 

Hark ! the raven flaps his wing. 

In the bnar'd dell below ; 
Hark ! the death-owl loud doth sing. 
To the night-mares as they go ; 
My love is dead. 
Gone to his deathbed. 
All under the willow tree. 
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See ! the white moon shineA on high ; 

Whiter is my true love's shroud; 
Whiter than the morning bky. 
Whiter than the evening cloud; 
My love is dead. 
Gone to his deathbed. 
All under the willow tree. 

Here upon my true lovers grave» ' 
Shall the barren flowers be laid» 
Nor one holy saint to save 
All the coldness of a maid* 
My love is dead» 
Gone to tis deathbed. 
All under the willow tree. , 

With my hands I'll bind the briars 

Round his holy corse to gre,* 
Elfin fairy, light your fires. 
Here my body still shall be. 
My love is dead, 
. Gone to his deathbed. 
All under the willow tree. 

Come, with acorn-cup and thorn. 

Drain my heart's blood all away ; 
Life and all its good I scorn, 
Dance by night or feast by day. 
My love is dead. 
Gone to his deathbed. 
All under the willow tree. 

Water-witch€ts,t crown'd with reytes. 
Bear me to 3'our deadly tide. 

I die; I come; my true love waits.— 
Thus the damsel spake, and died. 
• Grow. t Water Flags. 
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NOVEMBER, an Elegy. 

HOLFORD. 



SAD wears the hour! — heavy and drear 

Creeps, with slow pace, the waning year^ 

And sullen, sullen, heaves the blast 

Its deep sighs o'er the lonely waste! 

Nature looks pale, and sick, and waning, 

And loads the dank air with her hoarse complaining; 

'Mid the blue mist stands a dusky form, 

I gaze and shudder to remember 
That grim precursor of the storm. 

The generous Briton's foe, dull, scowlihg, dark 
November! 

O'er the fallen leaves he takes his way, 

\\ hispe^ing, and murmuring themes of sorrow ; 
He points at the cloud w hich veils the day, 
And smiting his breast j he seems to shy, 

** It shall burst on thy head to-morrow I" 
Then he hints in deep sepulchral tone, 
At the peace which is under the church^yard stone ! 

November, ever by thy side 

Lurk wan despair, ungeuial pride! 

No roses round thy mornings bloom. 

And thy eve descends with tenfold gloom^ 

Gladness abash'd when thou art nigh. 

Enforced heaves a timid sigh; 

Lq! blighted by thy withering frown. 

Love, stckemng, sees hib myrtle crown 

Fade, fall, and change, beneath his eye 

To the yellow tint of jealousy. 

Then scatter'd by the winds, dispers'd and tram pl'd lie! 

' November, why does every brow 

Droop, as thy dun cloud sails the sky. 

Why do thy hours o'er mortals flow 
Lagging and sullenly? 

Seldom, daik month, thy form is seen 

To wear December's warrior mien ; 

Still does thy scanty verdure grow, 

Unburied yet by winter's snow, 
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The storms, which soon shall burst amain^ 
With all their winds» a boisterous train. 
But menace now — yet who bat sighs 
For louder windH and wilder skies ? 
Who but looks onward with desire 
To the clustering troup, and social fire? 
Then ^et thee hence — tread thou the path 

Which circling months have trod before. 
Give way to winter's honest wrath. 

For, grateful that thy reign is o'er, 

Welcome the fleecy shower! welcome the whirl- 
wind' sroar! 

November, why o'er yonder tomb 
Low'rs thy dark sky with denser gloom? 
O'er yon deserted, lonely grave, 
Thy rushing winds more shrilly rave,- 
There thick descends thy yellow leaf 

In whirling tddies from on high, 
And in the sudden sob of grief 

Thy voice mourns hollowly ! 
M'ho slumbers there — what silent friend, 
That on his chill dank bedthy gather' d woes descend ^ 
He was a roai>, whose rugged way 

Still led thro* paths of sorrow. 
Still dark and joyless rose his day. 

Still did he fear to-morrow ! 
November low'r'.d, the moaning wind 
Breath'd sadness on asadden'd mind ! 
Why did he listen, for it told 
In whispers, low, and faint, and cold. 
Of perish'd hope, of that still sleep # 

Which never wakes to groan and weep? 
He heard alas !• — And now the gust 
Wails loudly o'er his mould'ring dust! 

November, fancy's wayward child 
Speaks to thee now, — full well she knows 
That fraught for her, with omens wild. 
Heavy thy breath's dank vapour blows! 
But far beyond thy dusky sky, 

Beyoud poor nature, fading fast. 
She pierces with con6diQg eye. 

And spies a beacon 'mid the waste ! 
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Supposed to have been vbritten on the burying vault of 
un Ancient Family. 

HUNTER, 



SIGH not, ye winds, as passing o^er 
The chambers of the dead you fly ; 

Weep not, ye dews, for these no more 
Shall ever weep, shall ever sigh ! 

Why mourns the throbbing heart for rest? 
How still it lies within the breast! 
Why mourn since death presents us peace^ 
And in the grave our sorrows ces^e } 

The shattered bark, from adverse winds. 
Rest in this peaceful haven finds ; 
And, itrhen the storms of life are past^ 
. Flope drops her anchor here at last. 
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THE NEWCASTLE APOTHECARY. 

COLMAX. 



A MAN, in many a country town, we know> 
Proftshes openly .with death to wrestle; 

Ent'iing the field against the grimly foe, 
Arm*a with a mortar and a pestle* 

Yet, some affirm, no enemies they are ; 
• But meet just like prize-fighters, in a fair, 
WhQ first shake hands before they box. 
Then give each other plaguy knocks, 
With all the love and kindness of a brother: 
So (many a sufTring patient saith) 
"Tho* the Apothecary. fights with Death, 
Still they're sworn friends to one another* 
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A member of this £sculapian 1ine> 

Lived at Newcastle upon Tyne : 
No man could better eild a pill ; 
Or make a bill; 
Or mix a draught) orbleed, a blister; 
Or draw a tooth out of your head; 
Or chatter scandal by your bed ; 
Or give a clyster. » 

Of occupations these were quantum iuff. : 
Yet, still, he thought the list not long enough. 

And therefore Midwifery he chose to pin to't. 
This balanced things : — for if he hurl'd 
A few score mortals from the world. 

He made amends by bringing others intoH. 

His fame full six miles round the country ran ; 

In short, in reputation he was j>'a/u5.* 
All the old women called him ** a fine man V* / 

His name was Bolus. 

Benjamin Bolus, tho* in trade, 

(Which oftentimes will genius fetter) 

Read works of fancy, it is said ; 
And cultivated the Belles Lettresm 

And why should this bethought so odd? 

Can* t men have taste who cure a phthysick ? 
Of poetry tho' Patron-God, 

Apollo patronises physick. 
Bolus lov- d verse ; — and took so much delight in*tj 
That his prescriptions he resolv'd to write in't. ^ 

No opportunity he e'er let pass 

Of writing the directions, on his labels. 
In dapper couplets, — like Gay^ Fables: 

Or, rather Uk« the lines in Hudibras. 

Apothecary's verse! — and where's the treason ? 

'Tis simply honest dealtn«^: — not a crime ; — 
When patients swallow physick without reason^ 

It is but fair to give a little rhyme. 
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He bad a patient lying at death's doof» 

Some three miles from the town^t might be fours 

To whom^ one evening, Bolu« sent an article^ 

In Pharmacy, that's caUM cathartical. 

And, on the label of thestiifi> 

He wrote this veree-; 
Which^ one would thinkt was gUmut enough 

And terse ;—- 



« When taken^ 

<f n be well shakett:"^ 



Next mornings ear1y» Bolus rose I 
And to the patient's house he goes i<-* 

Upon his pad, 
WhQ a rjb tdck of stumbling had:; 
It was, indeed, a very sorry hack I 

But that's of course : 

For what's expected from a horse 
With an apothecary on his back^ 

Bolus arrivM; and gave a doubtful tap;— <» 
Between a single and a double rap.-^ 

Knocks of this kind 
Aie given by gentlemen who teach to dance : 

By fiddlers, and by opera-singers : 
Otie loud, and then a little one behind ; 
As if the knocker fell, by chance. 

Out of their fingers. 

The servant lets him in, with dismal faee» 

Long as a courtier's out of placer- 
Portending fiome disaster; 

John*s countenance as rueful lookM» and griii^> 

As if th' apothecary had phystek'd hioir^ 
And n^t bis niastec« 
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« Well, how's the patient ?•' Bolus said— 

John shook his head. 
** Indeed ! — ^hnm ! ha ! — that's very odd ! 
** He took the draught?*' — ^John gave a nod; 
*' Well,— how?— what then?-^peak out, you 

" dunce P' 
'** Why then"— says John — " we shook him once.** 
** Shook himi — how?"— Bolus stammer'd ojiit:--^ 

" We jolted him about." . 
'< Zounds! shake a patient, man!— « shake won't 

"do." 
** No, sir— and so we gave him two*^ 
** Two shakes ! od's curse ! 
** 'Twould make the patient worse." 
** It did so, sir! — and so a third we tried*" 
•• Well, and what then ?**—<« then^ sir, my master 
"died." 



THREE BLACK CROWS. 

BYROM. 



TWO honest tradesmen, meeting in the Strand^ 
One took the other* briskly, by the hand ; 
Hark-ye, said he, 'tis an odd story this 
About the crows ! — ^I don't know what it is, 
Reply'd his friend — ^No ! I'm surpriz'd at that » 
Where I come from it is the common chat : 
But you shall hear; an odd affair indeed! 
And that it happen'd, they>are all agreed. 
Not to detain you from a thin^ so strange, 
A gentleman, that lives not far from 'Change, 
This week, in short, as all th^ alley knows, 
Taking a puke, has thrown up three black crows* 

Impossible !-^Nay, but 'tis really true; 
I have it from good hands, and so may you— 
a 3 
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From wlMMie, I pnif ?-^So' tertng nuta^^ tbe mftiij^ 

Straight to enquire hi« corioiM coosfade raa« 

Sir, did you tdl— «>relBtiii^ the B £S t m ' 

Yes, Si?» I did; andif'tiB worth y«MreM^ 

Ask Mr. snch-g- one , he told it hio. 

Bat, by the bye, 'twas Itoo black croim^ aot l&re^ 

Reso^r'd to trace bo wondroiM 8fi erettl. 
Whip to the third the virtiMao went. 
Str^— and so fbrtb— W^hy yes; the tlmg f» fcct^i 
Tho% in regard to pumber, not exact ; 
It was not t%DO blade crows, *twas o»ly ow^ 
The truth of tkat you ociay deptnd iifMm; 
The gentleman himself told me the c aoo ■ ■ * 
Where may I ftn^ him?— Why, in such a places 

Away goes he, and having found him out. 
Sir, be so good as to resolve a doubt- 
Then to his last informant he referr'd. 
And begg*d to ^now, if trvie what he had heard : 
Did you, Sir, throw up a black crow l^-^-Not /— * 

Sless me ! how people propagate a lie ! 
lack crows have been^rown up, threey two, <)nd oue^ 
And here I find fdl comes at last to none ! 

Did you say nothing of a crow at ail? 
Crow — crow— perhaps I might ; now I recaH 
The ma^tter over.-^And, pray,. Sir, what was't ?— . 
Why I was horrid sick, and, at the last, 
I did th^ow up, and told my neighbour so. 
Something that was-^oi^c^^Sir, as a crow.. 
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The young FLY Aim the 0LI> SPIDER. 

PINDA&i. 



FRESH WM tBe breath of mora— the bosy breeze. 
As poets tell us, whisper'd through the trees, 

Afkd swept the dew-clad blooms with wings so light ; 
Phoebus got up, and made a blazing fire. 
That gilded every country house and spired 

And, smiling, put on his best looks so bright* 

On this fair morn, a Spider who had set. 
To catch a breakfast, has old waving net. 

With curious art, upon a spangled thorn : 
At leng^th, with eravely-sqnititing, longing eye. 
Near him espiea a pretty, plumps y<Ming fly, 

Hamming her little orisons to nHMrn. 

^' Good morrow^ dmr Mias Fly," qiioth gallant 

Grim— 
«• Good morrow, Sir," reply'd Miss Fly to him— 

^< Walk in. Miss, pray, and see what I*m about :" 
" I'm much oblig'd t'ye. Sir,*' Miss Fly rejoin'd^ 
*' My eyes are both so very good, I find, 

« That 1 can plainly see the YthcAe tcithaut^*^ 

*« Fine weather. Miss'*—" Yes very fine,'* 

Quoth Miss—** prodigious fine indeed!'* 
** But why so coy ?" quoth Grim, *• that you decline 
" To put within my bow'r your pretty head ^** 
*« 'Tis simply this*" 
Quoth pautio^s Miss* 
<* T fear you'd like my pretty hend so vsM^ 
*« You'd keep it for yourself^ Sir^-^who eaa tell?'* 

^* Then let me sq^ueeze your lovely hand, my dear, 
'* And prove that all your dread is foolish^ vain*^'-^ 

" I've a sore finger. Sir; nay more, I fear 
^ You really would not let it go agaiu." 
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«* Pob, poh, child, pray dismiss your idle dread; » 

^* I would not hart a Imir of that svreet head — I 

** WelU then, with one sweet kiss of friendship 

" meet me:" . , \ 

** La, Sir/' quoth Miss, with seeming. artless tongue^ 
•* I fear our salutation would be l0ng : 

** So loving 9 too, I fear that you would eat me.** 

So saying, with a smile she left the rogue. 

To weave more lines of death,, and plan for prog. 



THE WATER-FIENDS. 

COI^MAK. 



ON a wild Moor, all brown and bleak, 
Where broods the heath-frequenting grouse^ 

There stood a tenement antique » 
Lord Hoppergollop*8 country house* 

Here silence teisn*d, with Ups of glue,. 

And undisturb'd maintained her law ; 
Save when the owl cry'd ** whoo-! whoo ! whoo !'*^ 

Or the hoarse crow croak'd "caw ! caw ! caw !*' 

Neglected mansion! — for, 'tis said,. 

Whene'er the snow came feathering down. 
Four barbed steeds, — from the Bull's head^^-*— 

Carried thy master up to town. 

Weep, Hoppergollop!— -Lords may moan. 
Who stake, in London, their estate. 

On two, smalt, rattling, bits of bone; 
On little figure^ or on great. 

Swift whirl the wheels.— %He's gone*— A rose 
Remains behind, whose virgin look. 

Unseen, must blush in wintry snows. 
Sweet, beauteous blossom !««*— 'twas the cookt 
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A bolder far than my weak note. 
Maid of theltfoor! thy charms demand: 

Eels might be. proud to lose their coat. 
If skinn*d by Molly Dumpling's handb. 

Long had the lair one sat alone> 
Had none remained save only she »-<** 

She by herself had been— if one 
Had not been left^. for company, 

'Twas a tall youth, whose cheek'sclear huft 
Was ting'd with heftlthand manly toil ;--<*^ 

Cabbage he sow'd ; and, when it grew> 
He always cut it off, to boil* 

Oft would he cry, *^ DeWe^ delve the hole! 

*< And prune the tree, and trim the root! 
<< And stick the wig upon thepo^le, 

" To scare the sparrows from the fruit I" 

JL 2!!ial!; IPtite favouritejr^bv doy. 
Followed his step; where'er hewheeb 

His barrow round the garden gay» 
A bob-tail cur is* at his heeler 

Ah, man ! the brute creation see ! 

Thy constancy oft needs^ the spur 1 
While lessens of fidelity 

Are found in every bob->tail cur*. 

Hard toird the y«uth> s» fresh and strong^. 

While Bob«tail in his face would look. 
And marked his master troll the song,— - 

« Sweet Molly Dumpling! Oh^ thou Coekt'* 

For thus hesung :«^while Cupid smil'd;— 
Pleased that the gard'ner^ownM his dart» 

Which pruned his pas»ons, running wild. 
And grafted true-love on his heart. 

Maid of the Moori his love return! 

True love ne'er tints the cheek with shame : 
When gard'ner'» hearts, like hot-beds, burn» 

A cook may sorely feed the flame« 
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Ah ! not averse from love was she i 
Tho* pure as Heaven's snowy flake ; 

Both lov'd : and tho* a gardener he. 
He knew not what it was to rake» 

Cold blows the blast : — the night's obscure r 
The mansion's crazy wainscots crack : 

No star appeared: — and all the Moor, 
Like ev'ry other Moor, — ^was black. 

Alone, pale, trembling, near the <fir0, *• 
The lovely Molly Dumpling sat : 

Much did she fear, and much admire 
What Thomas Gard'ner could be at. 

Listening, her hand suppoits her chin ; 

But, ah! no foot is heard to stir: 
He comes not, from' the garden, in ; 

Nor he, nor little bob^tail cur* 

They cannot come. «we«t maid ! to thee ; 

Flesh, both of cur and man, is grass ! 
And what's impossible can't be; 

And never, never comes to pass ! 

She paces thro' the hall antique. 
To call her Thomas from his toil ; 

Opes the huge door ; — the hinges creak ;— 
Because the hinges wanted oil. 

Tlirice, on the threshold of the hall. 

She *< Thomas!" cried, with many a sob ; 

And thrice on Bob-tail did she call. 

Exclaiming, sweetly—" Bob! Bob! BchV* 

Vain maid ! a gardener's corpse, 'tis said. 

In answers can but ill succeed ; 
And dogs that hear when they are dead. 

Are very cunning dogs indeed I 

Back thro' the haVl she bent her way ; 

All, all was solitude around ! 
The candle shed a feeble ray,— 

Tho' a large mould of four to th' pound. 
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Full closely to the fire she drew; 

Adown her cheek a salt tear stole ; 
When* lo ! a coftn oat there flew. 

And ia her aproa burnt a hole ! 

Spiders their busy death-watch tick'd ; 

A certain sign that fate will frown ; 
The clumsy kitchen clock, too, click'd ; 

A certain sign it was not down. 

More strong and strong her terrors rose;— 
Her shadow did the maid appal ;^ 

She trembled at her lovely, nose*— 
It look'd so long against the wall* 

Up to her chamber, damp and cold, 

Sheclimb'd Lord HoppergoU6p*s stair;— 

Three stones high — long, dull, and old,— > 
As great Lords* stories often are. 

All nature now appear'd to pause ; 

And ** o'er the one half world seem*d dead ;" 
No ** curtain*d sleep" had she;—— because 

She had no curtains to her bed* 

List'ning she lay ;— -with iron din. 

The clock struck twelve ; the door flew wide ; 

When Thomas, grimly t glided in. 
With little Bobtail by his side* 

Tall, like the poplar, was his size ; 

Green, green his waistcoat was, as leeks; 
Red, red as beet root, were his eyes; 

Pale, pale, as turnips, were his cheeks ! 

Soon as the spectre she espied, 

The fear-struck damsel fainfly said, 

** What wou'd my Thomas ?*' — he replied, 
^* Oh ! Molly Dumpling I I am dead. 

" All in the flower of youth I fell, 

" Cut off* with health's full blossom crown'd; 
** I was not ill — but in a well 

** I tumbled backwards, and was drown*d. 
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«< Four fathom deep thy love doth lye ; 

<^ Ht8 faithful do^ his fate doth share; 
** We're fiends ; — ^thts is not he and I ; 

«« We are not kert, — for we are there. 

" Yes ; — ^two foul Water-Fiends are we; 

** Maid of the Moor ! attend us now ! 
*• Thy- hour's at hand ;— we come for thee I" 

The little Fiend-Cur aaid "bow wow !" 

** To wind her in her cold » cold grave, 
^* A Holland sheet a maiden likes; 

** A sheet of water thou shalt hare; 

<< Such sheets there are in Holiand Dykes/' 

The fiends approach ; the maid did shrink ; 

ISwift thro' the night's foul air they spin; 
They took her to the green well's brink. 

And, with'a souse,' they plump'd herin« 

So true the fair, so true the youth. 
Maids, to this day, their story tell : 

And hence the proverb rose, that truth 
Lyes in the bottom of a well. 



A COURT AUDIENCE. 

ANONYMOUS. 



OLD South, a witty churchman reckoned. 
Was preaching once to Charles the Second; 
Sut much too serious for a court. 
Who at all preaching made a sport. 
He soon p.crceiv'd his audience nod. 
Deaf to the zealous man of God ! 
The doctor stopp'd; began to call, 
** Pray 'wake the earl of Lauderdale. 
** My lord ! why, 'tis a monstrous thing ! 
«* You snore so loadr— you'll 'wake the king,' 
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THE ELDER BROTHER, 

COLMAN. 



CENTRICK in LoDdon uoise and London follies. 
Proud Covent Garden blooms in smoky glory; 

For chair-men, coffee rooms, piazzas, dollies. 
Cabbages, and comedians, fam*d in story ! 

On this gay speit, (upon a sober plan) 
Dwelt a right regular and staid yomig man ; 
Much did he early hours and quiet love: 
And was entitled Mr. Isaac Shove. 

An orphan he, — ^yet rich in expectations, 
(Which nobody seem'd likely to supplant) 

From that prodigious bore of all relations, 
A fusty, canting, stiff-rum pM maiden Aunt; 

The wealthy Miss Lucretia Cloghorty, — 

Who bad brought Isaac up, and own'd to forfy. 

Shove on this maiden's will relied securely ; 

Who vow'd she ne'er would wed, to mar his riches; 
Full often would she say of men demurely, — 

<* I can't abide the filthy things in breeches !'* 

He had apartments up two pair of stairs ; 

On the first floor lodged Doctor Crow;— 
The landlord was a torturer of hairs. 

And made a grand display of wigs below ; 
From the beau's Brutus, to the parson's grizzle; 
Over the door-way was his naipe, — ^"twas Twizzle. 

Now you must know. 
This Doctor Crow 
Was not of Law, nor Music, nor Divinity; 
He was obstetrick I — ^but, the fact is. 
He did'nt in Luciiia's turnpike prnciice; 
He took bye roads — reducing ladies' shapes, 
Who hjid secur'd themselves from leading apes^ 
But kept the reputation of virginity. 
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Crow had a roomy tenement of brick. 

Enclosed with with walls, one mile from Hyd« 
Park corner; 
Fir trees and yews, were planted round it thick; 

No situation was^ ^^omer : 
Yet, notwithstanding, folks^might scout it. 
It suited qualmish spinstfrs, who fell sick. 
And did*nt wish the world to know about it. 

Here many a single gentle-woman came. 
Pro temporct full tender of her fame. 
Who, for awhile took leave of friends in town—- > 
<* Business, forsooth, to Yorkshire caird her down, 
** Too weighty to be settled by attorney" 
And in a month's or six week*s time came back. 
When every body cried, *• Good lack ! 
*^ How monstrous thin you've growu upon your 
••journey." 

The Doctor, knowing that a puff of scandal 
Would blow his private trade to tatters. 

Dreaded to give the smallest handle 

To those who dabble in their neighbour's matters; 

Therefore, he wisely held it good 

To hide his practice from the neighbourhood-^ 

And not appear there as a resident. 

But merely one who casually went 

To see the lodgers in the large brick house ;— 

To lounge and chat, not minding time a souse !•-* 

Like one to whom all busmess was quite foreign ;«-» 
And, thus, he visited his female sick; 

Who lay as thick. 
Within his tenement of brick. 
As rabbits in a warren. 

He lodged in Covent Garden all the while. 
And, if they sent, in haste for his assistance. 
He soon was with 'em — ^'twag no mighty distance— 

From the town's end it was but a bare mile. 
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Now Isaac Shove 
Living above 

This Doctor Crow, 
And knowing barber Twizzle lived below. 

Thought it might be as well. 
Hearing 80 many knocks, single and doable. 

To buy at his own cost a street-door bel4» 
And save confusion, in the house, and trouble; 

Whereby his (Isaac^s) visitors might know. 

Without long waiting in the dirt and drizzle. 
To ring for him at once;— and not to knock for Crow,*-* 
Nor Twizzle. 

Besides he now began to feel 

The want of it was rather wnf^entetl; 

For he had, often, thought it a disgrace ■ 

To hear, while sitting in his room, above, 
Twizzle's shrill maid, on the first landing place. 

Screaming ** a man below jfants Mist^iJShove i" 
The bell was bought; the wVp-waa made'to steal 
Round theAirk%tttir«#Bse, like a tortur'd«el,--« 

Twisting and twining ; 
The jemmy handle Twizzle's door-post graced^ 
And, jtfst beneath, a brazen plate was placed. 
Lacquered and shining ^—< 

Graven whereon, in characters full clear 
And legible, did *^ Mr. Shove*' appear; 
And furthermore, which you might read right well. 
Was " Please to ring the bell." 

At half past ten, precisely to a second ,-— 
Shove, every night his supper ended ; 

And sipp'd his glass of negus, till he reckon'd. 
By his 8top*watch, exactly, one more quarter ; 
Then, as exactly, he untied one garter ;-Ht 
A token 'twas that he for bed intended : 

Yet having still, a quarter good before him. 
He leisurely uudres&'d before the fire,— 
Contriving as the cjuarter did expire. 

To be a& naked as his mother bore him; 
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Bating bis shirt and night-cap on his h^d;-* 
Then as the watchman bawPd eleven. 

He had one foot in bed. 
More certainly than cockoids go to Heaven^ 

Alas ! what pity *tis that regnlartty, 
liike Isaac Shove's, is such a rarity ? 

But there are swilling Wights tA London town, 
Temi'd — JoUy dogs — Choice spirits, — alias. 
Swine, 

Who pour, in mrdnight^rerel, bumpers down. 
Making their throats a thoroughfare for wine. 

These spendthrifta, nhm Lifb*t f^easures, thus out- 
run, 

Dosifig with hoad-achs till the afternoon, 
Los<e half men's regular e^ate of Son, 

JBjT'boriSMing too Itjgr ely of the moon. 

One of Ma kidoey.-^Toby ^Tossfioi h%bt,— 
Was coming from the Bedford, late at night : 

And being SaeeUpienus^ — full of wine^^*^ 
Although he had a tolerable noiion 
Of aiming at progressive motion, 
TwasnU direct,— -'twas serpentine. 
He work'd, with (unuosities, along, 
liike Monsieur Corkserew, worming thro* a cork ; 
Not straight, likeGorkscrcw'sproxy, stiff DonProng,, 
Aibrk» 

Atlength, with near four bottles m his pate» 
He savr the moon shining on Shove's brass plate ; 
Wlyen reading " Plea&e to ring the bell,'* 

And being civil, beyond measure, 
" Ring it !"— Says Toby—.** very well ; 

*< I'll ring it witfi a deal oi plensure/* 

Toby, the kindest soul in all the town, 
Ci«ve it a j^irk that almost jerk'd H doyirii« 



Digitized 



by Google 



POBTIOAL 8BLBOTIQ199» 107 

He waited full tvro minutes; no one came I 
He waited full two minutes more;*-and then,— 

Says Toby, ** If he's deaf, Fm not to blame; 
^ 1*11 pull It for the gentleman again/' 

But the first peel Voke Isaac in a fright. 
Who, quick as lightning, popping up his bead. 
Sat on his head's Antipodes in bed,— 
" Pale as a parsnip.-*4>oU upright. 

At length he, wisely, to himself did say,— « 

Calming his fearsr— ^ 

** Tush ! — 'tis some fool has rung, and ran away ;*'--• 
When peel the second rattled in his ears f 

Shoye jump'd into the middle of the floor. 

And, trembling at each breath of air that stirr'd. 

He groped down stairs, and open'd the street door. 
While Toby was performing peel the third* 

Isaac ey'd Toby, fearfully ascant,— * 
And saw he was a strapper, — -stout and tall ; 

Then, put this question ; — ** Pray, Sir, what d'ye 
want?'* 
Says Toby,—" I want nothing. Sir, at all," 

•* Want nothing! — ^Sir, you've pull'd my bell I vow, 

« As if you'd jerk it off the wire!" 
Quoth Toby, — gravely making him a bow, — 

«« I puird it, Sir, at your desire." 

« At mine !" — " Yes yours — I hope Pre done it well; 

" High time for bed. Sir ; I was hastening to it; 
«• But if you write up — Please io ring the bellt 

" Common politeness makes me stop and do it,*' 

Isaac, now, waiting wroth apace, 
Slamm'd the street door in Toby's face^ 
With all his mi^ht ; 
And Toby, as he shut it, swore 
He was a dirty son of something more 

Than delicacy sutfers me to writ**. 
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And lifting up the knocker, gare a knocks 

So long and loud it might have rais'd the dead » ' 

Twizzle declares his house sustain'd a shock. 
Enough to shake his lodgers out of bed* 

Toby, his raj^e thus vemtod in tke rap. 
Went serpentining home to take hie napw 

Tis now high time to let you know 
That the ol»tetnck Doctor Crow 
Awoke in the be^nning of this matter. 
By Toby's tiniinnabulwy clatter : 

And, knowing that the bell beTpngM to Shove> 
He listened in his bed, but did not move ; 
He only did apostrophize-— 
Sending to bell 
Shove, and bis bell. 
That wouldn't let him close his eyes,. 

But when he heard a thundering knock, says he, 
•* That's^ certainly, a messenger for me ;• — 

<« Somebody ill, in the Brick House, no doubt ;"— 
Then mutter'd, hurrying on his dressing gowh> 
** I wish my ladies, out of town, 

** Chose more convenient times for crying ont!^ 

Crow^ in the dark, now reaeVd the stair->case headr 
Shove, in the dark was coming up to bed» 

A combination of ideas flocking. 

Upon the pericranium of Crow, — 
Occasioned by the hasty knocking. 

Succeeded by a foot he heard below I— 

He did, as many folks are apt ^o d v 

Who argue in the dark, and in confusion 5— 

That is from the hypothesis, he drew 
A false conclusion ; 

Concluding Shove to be the person sent. 
With an express, from tke brick tenement J 
Whom Barber Twizzle, torturer of hairsy 
Had, civilly, let in, and sent up stdrs. 
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As Shove came Qp, tW he had long If me kept 
His character for patience, very laudably. 

He could not help, at every step he stepped. 

Grunting and grumbling tn his gizzard, audibly: 

For Isaac*$ Rental feeliufBy you must knoW> 

Not only \«^e eonsiderably hurt. 
But his corporeal, also — 

Having nsuother cloathing than a shirt;— 
A dres^, beyond all dovbt, mo«t light aad airy,. 
It being tben a frofrt in January. 

When Shove was deep down stairs, theDoctor heard> 

(Being much nearer the stair top,} 
Just here ainl there, a random word. 

Of the soliloquies that Shove let drop;-— 

But, shortly, by progression brought 

To contact nearer. 

The Doctor consequently heard hira clearer,— 
And then the fag-end of this sentence eai»ght« 

Which Shove repeated warmly, tho' he, shiver'd:— 
*' Damn Twizzle*s house! and damn the bell! 
" And damn the Fool who rang it T Well, 

♦* From all such plagues I'll quickly be dcltv.er'd/' 

•* What? — quickly be delivered!" echoes Crow; — 
*« WIio is it? — Come, be sharp — reply, reply; 

" Who wants to be delivered ? let me know." 
Recovering his surprize. Shove answered ** Ij" 

« Yaa be deliver' dT Says the Doctor,—" 'Sblood I'' 
Hearing a man's gruff voice — ** You lout ! you labt 

«* You bedeliver'd! — Come, that's vei;ygood!** 
Says Shove, '* I will, so help me Bob !" 

*< Fellow,*^ cried Crow, «' you're drunk with filthy 
beer!" 

*« A drunkard, fellow, is abrute's next neighbour;— 
** But Miss Cloghorty's time was very near, 

" And, I suppose Lucre tia^s now in labour." 
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<< Zounds!** beUoirs Sho?e» witk mge and wonder 

wild, 
<< Why then my muiden Aunt it big mik child T 

Here was, at once, a sad discovery made ! 

Lucretia*s froHck, now» was past a joke;«^ 
Shove trembled for his Fortune, Crow nis trader— 

Both, both saw ruin, — ^by oqe fatal stroke I 

But, with his Aunt, when Isaac did discuss, 
bhe hush'd the matter up. by speaking thus r— 

** Sweet Isaac,*' said Lucretia, « spare my fame ! 

** Tho% for my babe, I feel as should a mother, 
« Your fortune will continue much the same ; 

«« For.— keep the Secret,— you're his Eider Bro^ 
ther> 



THE PILGRIMS AND THE PEAS, 

FIKDAIU 



A BRACE of sinners for no ^ood. 

Were order'd to the Virgin Mary's shrine. 

Who at Loretto dwelt, in wax, stone, wood. 
And in a fair white wig look'd wondrous fine* 

Fifty long miles had those sad rogues to travel^ 
With something in their shoes much worse thao grit- 

vel; 
In short, their toes so gentle to amuse. 
The priest had ordered pras into their shoes ; 
A nostrum famous in old Popish times. 
For purif)ing souls that stunk with crimes; 

A sort of apostolic salt. 
That popish parsons for its pow'rs exalt. 
For keeping souls of sinners sweet, 
Justus our kitchen salt keeps meat* 
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Hie knaves set o£P oti the same day. 
Peas in their shoes, to go and pray; 

But very different was their speed, I wot ; 
One of the sinners gallopM on. 
Light as a bullet from a gun : 

The other !imp*d as if he had been shot, 

One saw the Virgin soon— p^cca»i, cried,— — 
Had his soul white^wash'd all so clever ; 

Then home again he nimbly hied. 

Made fit with saints above to live forever* 

In coming back, however, let me say. 
He met his brother rogue about half war. 
Hobbling with outstretched bum and bending knees. 
Damning the souls and bodies of the peks; 
His eyes in tears, kis cheeks and brdws in swebt^ * 
Deep sympathizing with his groaning ^t. 
•' How now," the light^toed^ wliite^wa«h'd pilg^nm 
broke, 

" You Wy lubber?" 
<f Odds curse it !" cried the other *< 'tis Jl*}oke». 
•* My feet once hard as any rock, 

Are now as soft as blubber. 

*« Excuse me Virgin Mary that I swear, 
<« As for Loretto, I shall not get there ; . 
** No I to the devil ray sinful soul must go, 
<* For damme if I ha nt lost every toe : 
** But, brother sinner, do explain 
** How 'tis that you are not in pain ; 

*« What power hath work'd a wender for yowr toe* » 
*^ Whilst I just like a snail am crawling, 
« Now swearing, now on saints devoutly bawling, 

«* Whilst not a raseal comes to ease my woes ? 

** How is't that you can like a greyhound go, 

** Merry, as if that nought had happened, burn 
ye," 
•* Why,** cried theothef, grinning, *< you must know, 
<« That just before I ventured on ray journey, 
** To walk a little more t»t ease., 
♦« I took the liberty to^oil my peas^** 
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FRANK. HAMAN- 

TAYLOR. 

FRANK Haman, once a brother of the Brash, 
Had talents much distinguinhM in his day; 

But for his art he hardly car'd a rush. 

If some odd mischief stumbled in his way« 

This Wag was deemed by all the social tribe 
A ioyial, easy^ careless, pleasant fellow. 

Fond of a frolic, ready at a gibe. 

And sometimes in his cups a little mellow, 

He» being tempted by a pleasant day. 
After a long contention with the gout, 
A foe that oft besieged him, sally*d out, - 

To bre xth fresh air, and while an hour away. 
It chanc'das he was strolling, void of care, 
A drunken porter pass'dhim with a hare. 

The hare was o^er his shoulder flung. 
Dangling l>ehind, in piteous plight. 

And as he crept in zig-zag style. 

Making th6 most of every mile. 

From side to side poor pussy swung. 
As if each moment taking flight, 

A dog who saw the man's condition, 
A lean and hungry politician. 
On the look-out was lurking close behind; 
A sly and subtle chap. 
Of a most sagacious smell. 
Like politicians of a higher kind. 
Ready to snap 
At any thing that fell. 

The porter staggered on, the dog kept near. 
Watching the lucky minute for a bite, 

^ow made a spring, and then drew back with fear. 
While Haman follow'd, tittering at the sight. 
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Great was the contrast 'twixt the man and dog: 
The one a negligent and stupid lout, , 
That seemed to know not what he was about; 

The other keen, observant, all agog. 
Nor need it wonderment excite, I ween 
ThatHaman closed the train to mark the scene. 

•Through many a street our tipsy porter reels. 
Then stops— -as if to solemn thought inclined,— 

The watchful dog was ready at his heels. 
And Haman hobbled ^ not far behind. 

Then rolling on again, the man surveyed 

One of those happy mansions, where 
A cordial drop imparts its cheering aid. 

To all the thirsty sons of care. 

The sight of this refreshing place. 

The scent that hails him from the door. 

Arrests at once his rambling pace-— 
As they had often done before. 

Jitfine host, with accents that were wond'rous kind. 

Invites him in, a jolly crew to join ; 
The man the genVous courtesy declined. 

Merely, perhaps for want ot thirst— or coin. 

Strait on a bench without, he stretcVd along. 
Regardless of the passing throng. 
And soon his weary eye-lids close. 
While Somnus soothes him to repose. 
The hare now prostrate at his back , 
This was the time to get a snack« t 

The dog unable longer to refrain, 
Gaz*d at the hare. 
Who caus'd his core, 
Jumpt and bit, jumpt and bit, jumpt and bit, end 
bit ag^in. 

At length, when }\e had clear'd away the rest. 
The sated spoiler iSnitih'd on tl>c breast. 
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- Then having made a hearty mea!^ 
He CBTeli?88 turnM upoii his heel. 
Nor thought of asking «• What'ato pay?'* 
But scainperM at his ease away ; 
Perhaps to find some four-root fair^ 
And tell the story of the hare. 

And here some sage, with moral spleen, may say, 
** This Haman should have driven the dog away, 

** Th' effects of vice the blameleea should not bear, 
" And folks that are not drunkards lose their 
hare." 

All this, we grant, is very true- 
But in this giddy world how few 
To virtue's heights sublimely move. 
Relinquishing the things they love* 

Not so un fashion ably good. 

Our waggish painter laughing stood* 

In hopes more sport to find : 
Disposed to keep in view his game. 
And with th' nmbitious Thane exclaim, 

«• The greatest is behind/* 

Besides, he knew, whatever the plan 
That tempts the fond pursuits of man. 
Though pleasure may the course attend. 
The wise are heedful of the end. 

Hence, though of mirth a lucky store. 

So aptly .tumbled in his way. 
Yet still he linger*d after more. 

And thus he said, or^eem'd to say :— 

«* How will the people fret and scold, 
** When they the^ bony wreck behold! 

*» And how the drunken rogue will stare, 
** When first he sees what was the hare! 
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<< The ifaioimi€iilintt8t needs be drolW^ 
<' 'TwerefoUy not to seethe whole." 
Presuming thus on future pleasure, 
Haman kept post to wait the sleeper's l^Uiire. 

At length our porter's slumbers' o'er, 
Hejogg'd on totfringas before; 
Unconscious any body^ kind^ 
Had eas'd him in his load behind. 
Now i>n the houses turn'd his eye. 
As if his journey's end was nigh. 
Then read a paper lu his hand. 

And made a stand— 
Haman drew near, with eager mieuy 
To mark the closing of the scene» 
Expecting straight a furious din. 
His features ready for a grin* 

And now we need but mention one thing more^ 
Tp shew how well he must have lik'd the whim, 

Tho' drunk, our porter hit at last the door. 
And Haman found the hare was sent to him. 



THE JEWESS AND HER SON. 

PINDAR. 



POOR IVlistress Levi had a luckless son, 
Who rushing to obtain the foremost seat» 
In imitation of th' ambitious great. 
High froto the gall'ry, ere the play begun^ ^ 

He fell all plump into the pit. 
Dead in a minute as a nit : 
In short, he broke his pretty Hebrew neck ; 
Indeed, and very dreadful was the wreck ! 

The mother was distracted, raving, wild; 

Shriek'd, tore her hair, embrac'd and kiss'd her child; 

T 
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Afflicted ev'^1i^rt*i¥ilh|^rief CfMmil. 
Soon Rs the shOwer '^f tenfs wat'stnoeti^hM |M»t, 
And moderately calm* the hysttork^Ma^t^ 

She caot a||^at iKT^es ki ibh^o^Ht {>t€^fboiid; 
And being with a saving knowledge b1es8*d» 
'She thus the p1ky-l(6XiBe manager addressM ; 

«« Sher, I am (^ tt^der 'bf d'e l»oor Chewkd, 

«* Dat mert tttifibfiirteft h^re go bad 

** Sher, I ^ti$ haf de shilling back» youlsnoiv, 
" As Moses haf hat ^ee de fehow. 



THE IRfAOR ^LLER. 

PlNDAR, 



A FELLOW, in a marltet town. 

Most musically cried razors- up and down. 

And offer'd twelve for eigh teen-pence; 
Which certainly seemed woinierocis oheap» . 
And, for the money, Y|uite a heap, 

As every man would buy> — with cash and sense. 

A country bumpkin the great oflfcr heard : 

Poor Hodge, who 8nffer*d'%Jr a broad black beard ^ 

That seem'd a shoe-brush stuck beneath his nose. 
With cheerfulness the ti^hteen-pence he paid. 
And proudly to htitniself, iMtWhispfefs, said, 

** This rascal stoVe therai?6rs,I suppose : 

•* No matterif tire Inflow be a knave, 
•* Provided that the razors ^ave : 

*« It cerfliinly will 'be ambn^rous prrifee.'* 
So hom6 ^he clown with his goddforttTne went. 
Smiling, in heart and soul content. 

And quickly soap'd himself to ears and eyes. 
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Being well lather'd from a dish or tab, 
Hodge now began with grini^ng f(MBe t<» grub> 

Just like a hedger cutting furze; 
'Twaa a vile razor! — then th^ rest he tried- 
All were impostors — ** Ah," Hodge sigh'dy 

" I wish my eighte en-pence within my purse." 

In vain to chase his beard, and bring the Gracesy 
He cut, and dug, and winc*d, and stamped, and 
Bwore, 
Brought blood, and danpM, blti».p1Vet]pi.'d> and made 
wry faceSf 
And cur*M each raaor's body o'er an^. o'er. 

His muzzle fornd'd ^f opposition stuff, 
Firm as a Foxite, would MPt lope its ruff; 

So keptit— laueliing at the bteel and suds : 
Hodge in a passion stretched his angry jq^ws. 
Vowing the direst vengeance, with clench'd claws. 

On the rank cheat th^t spld thfi gooda* ^ 
. « Razors I— a vile, coiiifftttiided dog* 
«< Not fit to scmpie a hog 1^' 

Hodge sought the fellow— found him —and begun, 
" Perhaps^ Master Razor Rogue, to you 'tis fun, 

" That people flay themselves out oi their lives; 
" You rascal! for an hour have I been grubbing, 
<< Giving my scoundrel whiskers here a scrubbing, 

** With razors/r-ju8t like oysterrkoives i 
" Sirrah! I tell you you're a kpave, 
«* To cry up razors that can*t shave !" 

« Friend,*' quoth the razo'r-man, " Fra not a knave, 

•* As for the razor:^^ you have boi\§Ht« 

" Upon my soul I never thoij^gbt * 
" That they would shave,'* 

«« Not think theyM shave!** quoth Hodge, with 
wondering eyes. 

And voice not much unlike an I^diap yell; 
« What were they ipaa4e for theu, yoi; ^9^V' he cries, 

'*• Made !'* quoth tb^ fello^, wi^h %m^)^*' *<^ *^^' •" 
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MOSES MOUSETRAP. 

A TALE. 
ANOKYMOUS. 



SEQUESTERED in a silent vale^ 

By ftow'ry margined Dee, 
Oixce dealt the htrp of ray tale*; 

A tiny mouse was he/ 

Wh© chose hw habitation where 

Was much celestial food, 
But little of the grosser fare. 

That turns to flesh and blood. 

His solitary life he led 

Within A church onseen ! 
That he was better taught than, fed - ■ ■ 

There's little doubt, I ween. 

Scarce once a year a scanty dole, . 

With sacrilegious clav, 
^he starveling from the chancel stole^ 
To satisfy his maw. , 

For why ? few thither went to hear. 

The evangelic word; 
And fewer more than once a year. 

To banquet with the Lord. 

Yet oft the godly vicar toil'd. 

Unwearied in his station; 
As oft, 'twould seem, the devil foil'd 

His ghostly minis^ratiofi. 

Heav'n's champion still, the good man strove^ 

To counteract his foe, 
And much discour^^d of heaven abore. 

And eke of bell below— 
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Then p^if, (fe* Wll !;w Iww 
The book oC»^qf^dU>r#) w . . 

He^lealtout from 1^« st^ 

One aft^ffi^ in f^n tii t 

As was his paQ]|L& v^#. 
A sermoo. he w^uld gire, h 

The servip^ ef ihej^^y. 

And preach \^ ^ VJith gFWt|iWlf^H«fT!it -i 

Right eaf»^ w^ b>^ a^ilfi 
To make ne^ conyef t« to ^fd pj^vi^er^ 

The devil's was. ih^ m^kP• , . j ; 

The wily temp^er'^ vrfi 4f^igtt|>. \ n 

As went the ^ni^Wf^ w« . 

To dfs^p|»^i^ the gr^ve 4i^i.?f» . l , 

Will follow^ sip|» ^ga^* ;«i 

Ere loM th^r ey^«^lrP «^>^4i^^<^ ploa'd, ' 

Unable \o w^tjjist^f^d 
The drowsy pow*r-^pay, 1V|9^ doz*df 

Tho' second in cooiiii^d. 

No wonder thftj fi nj^p sbf^^ld ta^e : 
Long sermons aft^r dion^rr-^ ' ^ . 

£'en SheifWcH*^ scarce can Ifeep awake 
The most repentant »in^r, . 

'Twas ^hen a meagre m9^P tfa^^ ilf^tf 

Like famish'd.an^hori^ii 
A tedious i^nd ^bsten^iou^ l^ntt 

Beheld a gl^ri<)M5 si^^ht;* . . 

A wig it w^9, ytp}} dred^4 &,Qd basted ? 

So rich an olio suret 
A nfiQU^e thfit hs^d no victual tasted 

For week3> might well allure, 

TJie v0ry pr\g th%t Mqses «w>re, < ; . • . 

In honour of the day^ 
He saw, ^d iwhen he heard him swore, 

Th^repp resplf 'd to pr^y, 
T'3 
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So forth with cuatioas tr^Ml be crept* 

The reverend wig aisaiVd, 
And while its owner lonndly slept, '' - * 

Luxuriously regftl'd. 

Now Satan some adr antage gam*d» ' 

His stratagem succeeded*-*- 
Bis mouse the people entertain'd-^ 

The preacher no one heeded. 

Some laughM aloud — some fore- d « cougb— 
Some others trlew their noses, ' 

To scare the bold tnaraud^r off 
The perriwig of Meses. ' 

But vain was ev'ry ^rt essayed. 

To make the roMi^erfthich-— 
«* The deuce is surely w thie moose,** 

•« He will not stir an inch !^ 

At length the vtca'r, forcM to pause,. 

Enquired what was the matter, ' 
Unable to dirine the canse 

Of such a din and clatter. 

And starting round in irlld ainaze. 

He last of all detected 
The wig, which, focus^likej ^ke rays- 

Of ev'ry eye collected. . 

With eyes Uplifted, hands otttftretdi\f^ 

His wonder he exprese'd » 
And then a sullen groan he fetched. 

To ease his lab'ring breast—— 

" Why, Mosfes, Moses, man, awake^"" 

Impatiently he cries; 
" Thy^wig, thy Sunda)'-wtg-9 at seakef* — 

'* Amen!** the cJerk replies. 

The mouse, when sumptuoiisly 'he*d fed« 

As he was reconnoitring 
Upon his tour round Moses* head, 

And here and there itood loitering ; • 
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Let fatl KiB tail on Moses* chin. 
Which tickled him, no dt)tibt. 

Else maugte all the pe6p1e*8 din« 
HeM sncH-M the sermob out — 

Jnst then- he started, aiid he chopped j ' 
Nor made the chop in vain ; ^ 

The mouse's pendant tail he lopjp'dj 
And bit a claw in twain* . 



TINKER AN»iOLAZIER. 

•HAJtBIBOK* 



TWO thirsty souls met on a sultry day. 

One glazier Dick, the other Tom the tinker; 
Both with li^ht pttrsea, but with spirits gay. 
And hard it were to name the sturdiest dbrioker. 

Their ale they quaff 'd; 
And as theyswigg'd the nappy, 
Tho' both agreed, 'tis said. 
That trade was wood'rous dead» 
They jok'd, sung, laugh'd^ 
And were completely happy, . 

The landlord's eye, bright aa hia sparkKng ale* 
Glisten*d to see them the brown pitcher hug. 
For every jeiit, and song» and merry tale. 

Had this blythe ending*-^^ Bring u$ toother mugV^ 
J^ow Dick the glazier feels his bosom burn 
To do his friend, Tom Tinker, a good turn ;— - 
And where the heart to friendship feels ineliu*d» 
Occasion seldom loiters long behind. 

Th^ kettle gaily singing on the Srct 
Gives dick a hint just to bis heart's desire; 
And while to draw more ale the landlord goesj^ 
Dick| in the a»he8 all the waterth rows> 
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^ Then puts the kettle on thi; fire 9pMi>» 
And at the Tinker winkp. 
As •* trade's »ucces» !" b^ drialji» 
Nor doubts the wisji'd success Tom ^Hl obtain. 

Our landlord ae'er could ^uch m tOAsi witfaitwid : 
So« giving each kiod customer • band» 

His friendship too display'd 

And drank — " Sweeps to trade 1' • 
But, O, how pleasure vanish'd from his eye,^ 
How long and rueful hklBttad visage grew; 
Soon as he saw the kettlcTs Wttom fly. 
Solder tbe tnly fhvi tTiitilfi vi^ \ 

He rav'd, he caper*d, «nd he swore. 

And curs'd the kettle bottom o*er and o*er« 

«* Come* come!" says Dick, *« fetch us, my friend> 
more ale; 

<< Alllvades, i^ouknowf mnstJij^e: 
*' Let'adrink«^*May^ trade with nua^jaf usna^crfait !^ 

«< The jdi) to Tom then give I 
** And, for the ale he dnoki, iinr lad wi maMle, 
" Take my word fpr »t> *PMI wtflt mtfadyour kettte**' 

The landlord yields, but knpfs 'tiis no Qffi*nce» 

To curse the trade that Ihriwea ai his axp^nce. 
Tom undertakes the joi^ t» w^k h^ &m^p 
And just concludes itft^tK the evdJ^JtiKg^a.dafic* 

Souls E0 f^ongvBial, had £iniei>d# Thm l»d Biek* 
They might be fairly ctAVd bmothf r and brother ; 

Thought Tom, to sflrve my friend 1 kmow a trick» 
** Attd iMie good ivam des^arves aootber T' 

Out fluow he slyly s)ip?» 
ButiM^a wordihenaids ' 

The plot was in his he?id, 
And off he nimbly trips. 
Swift to a neighbcmrtng Qhurch» Ue way he^take^; 
Nor, inthadark^ 
Misses his mark^ 
But every pa(ie of glasa he quickly farfiidis* 
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Back as he goes. 

His bosom glows, 
TPo think how great will be his friend Dick's joy 
At getting so much excellent emplpy ! 

Return'd, he, beckoning, draws his friend aside. 

Importance in his face; 
And, to Dick's ear his moaih applied. 

Thus briefly states^the case — 
*• pick ! I may give you Joy, you're a made man, 

*' I've done your busin^^ii^ost complete, my friend; 
** I'm oflf r the devil cat<*tfili£if, he can, 

<* Each window io the cAuKtf 'you've got to mend; 
<* Ingratitude's worst curse on my head fall, 
** I^ for your sake, I've not broke them all V* 

Tom, with surprize see^'Dick turn pale;» 

Who deeply sighs— *< O, la!" 

Then drops his under jaw. 
And all his powers of utt'rauce fail; 

While horror in his ghastly face 
And bursting eyeballs, Tom can trace» 
Whose sympathetic muscles, just -and true^ 
Share with the heart, 
Dick's unknown smart. 
And two such phizzes ne'er 'met mortal view. 

At length, friend Dick his speech regain'd* 
And soon the mystery explain'd-— 

** Yon have indeed my business done; 

*^ And I, as well as you, must run, 

** For, let me act the best I ean, 

** Tom ! Tom ! I am a rnin'd man. 
^ Zounds! zounds! this friedship is a foolish act, 
•« You did did not know with the parish I contract ; 
«< Your wish to serve me, then will cost me dear> 
** I fiways mend those wiiidaws by the year.^^ 
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REPORT OF AN AIUUDGKD CASE. 



COWPiift* 



Between NoseandEye*, astrange contest s^roae. 
The spectticles 8^ the» unkawily wrorig ; 

The point in dwpute yM», ad al4 ^e worldlcnows, 
To* which the said spectacki aught lo belongs* 

S^ Tongue y^mt the lawyer, and argatd the eause 

« ?,'^*t??'******^«^«^"^ •odawigAilio* learning ; 
VV hile Chief Baron Ear sat to balmice the lawa. 
So fkm*A tot bia talimli in uicaly dliacaniiag^ 

In behalf «tf the Noae it m\\ qyickly appear. 

And your lordship, he aaid, will undoubtedly find 

That the Nose has hskd 8pe€ttic4«s always in wear. 
Which amoantato possession tirae out of miiid. 

Then holding tbe spoetactea up to tbe court— 
Your lorcfship eStMorves they are made with a 
straddle. 

As wide as the ridge of tbe no6« is; in short, 
Designed to sit clese to it, just like a saddle* 

Again would your lordship a moment suppose 

('Tis a case that has happenM, and may be again) 

That a visage or countenance had not a Nose, 

Pray who would, or who could wear spectacles then. 

On the whole it appears, and my ai^umeut shows 
With a reasoning, the court will li^ver condemn, 

Tbat the spectacles plainly were made for tbe Nose, 
And the Nose was as plainly intended for them. 

When shifting his side, (as a lawyer knowa h*w] 
He pleaded again in behalf of the Eyes: 

But what were his arguments few people know. 
For the court did not think they were equally wise* 
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So his lordship decreed with a grave solemn tone. 
Decisive and clear, ivithou4 o^e if or but— . 

That, whenever the Nose put his spectacles on. 
By day -light, or candle-lighU*Ey es should be shut ! 



THE PETIT-MAITRE AND T'HE MAN 
ON THE WHEEL. 



PINDAR, 



AT Paris, some time since, amiird'ringman, 

AGerman, and a most unlucky chap. 
Sad, stumbling at. the threshold of his plan. 

Fell tttto Madam ^Justice's strong trap* 

Theiynngler ^as condemn'd to grace the wheeL 
On which the dullest fibres learn to feel ; 

ttts Itmbs secundum artem to be broke^ 
Amid ten thousand people, perhaps, or more. 

Whenever Monsieur Ketch apply'd astrok^ 
Thecalpnt, Hkeabnllock, madeai-oar, 

A flippant Pe/iV-wai^re, skipping by, 
Stepp'd up to him, and check'd him for bis cry; 
*« Boh T'.quoth the German; ".an't I 'poti.de wheel? 
" D'ye tink my nerfs, .aud blow*, «nd bones, can't 
feel ? 

« Sir/* qiioih the beau, " don't, don't be m a pas- 

^* sion, 
«* I've nought to «ay about your situatfon ; ^ 
" •Bti<t.«iukiiig«iich(a hideou^j noi^e in France, 
" Feiluw, is contrary to BicnteoHceJ' 
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THE PRESS-WARRANT. 

AKOITYMOUS, 



AS Tom Bowling was prowling the streets with his 

gang* 
Such fellows to press as would otherwise hang ; 
He spy'd one he thought who would answer his end, 
Andy slapping his shoulder, cryM, ** What ship, mr 

" friend?" 
" You mistake," said the man, " sir, you cannot 

" take me! * 

** I can prove how I live ; so bylaw I am free," 
** Your law," said rough Tom, •• I am not very apt 

«< in; 
« That's a thing which we leave to the rcg'latin^ 

*• Captain; 
<* But this I know well, that whatever you can say, 
" I've a warrant to press, and so you must away," 
Then straight with their prey, they set off to the boat, 
And his children nnd wife left to sink or to float. 
A Frenchman, attentive, observ'd all that past, 
. And thus to his friends, he broke silence at la^t: 
** Now sir, pray you tell me, en veritiy 
<* Vat vas, youtink now, of your grand /iAer/e .^ 
« Ypn make de great joke of de lettre de^eachet; 
** MafQtt de ptesa-varrant vill very veil match it." 
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SfiSSfi 



THE CAST-AWAY. 

C0WPER. 



OESCUREST night involved the sky, 
Th' Atlantic billows roar'd. 

When such a d^stin'd wretch as I, 
Wash'd headlong from on board. 

Of friends, of hope, of all bereft. 

His floating home for ever left. 
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No braver chief could Albion boast 
Than he with whom he went ; 

Nor ever ship left Albion's coast* 
With warmer wishes sent: 

He lovM them both, but both in vain ; 

Nor him beheld, nor her again. 

Not long beneath the 'whelming brine. 

Expert to swim, he lay; 
Nor soon he felt his strength decline* 

Or courage die away : 
But wag'd with death a lasting strife* 
Supported by despair of life. 

He shouted ; — nor his friends had fail'd 
To check the vessel's course ; 

But so the furious blast prevail'd* 
That, pitiless, perforce. 

They left their outcast mate behiiid> 

And scudded still before the wind. 

Some succour yet they could afford ; 

And such as storms allow, 
. The cask, the ooup^ the floated cord 

Delay 'd not to bestow : 
But he, they knew, nor ship nor shore, 
Whaie'er they rgave* should visit more. 

Nor, cruel as it seem'd, could he 
Their haste himself condemn; 

Aware that flight, in such a sea* 
Alone could rescue them » 

Yet bitter felt it still to die. 

Deserted, and his friends so nigh! 

He long survives, who lives an hour 

In ocean, self upheld : 
And so long he, with unspent pow'r. 

His destiny repel I'd : 
And ever, as the minutes flew* 
Entreated help, or cried—" Adieu!" 
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At lengthy his transient respite past^ 

His comrades, who before » 

Had heard bis voice in every blast* 

Could catch the sound no more: 
For then, by toil subdued, he drank 
The stifling wave, and then he sank* 

No poet wept him ; but the page 

Of narrative sincere 
That tells his name, his worth, his age. 

Is wet with Anson^s tear : 
And tears, by bards or heroes shed. 
Alike immortalize the dead« 

I therefore purpose not, nor dream. 

Descanting on his fate, 
To give the melancholy theme 

A more enduring date^: 
But misery still delights to trace 
Its 'semblance in another's case. 

No voice divine the storiih allayed. 

No light propitious shone ; 
When snatch'd from all effectual aid. 

We perish'd, each, alone ; 
But I, beneath a rougher sea. 
And whelm'd in deeper gulphs than he ! 



Digitized 



by Google 



320 POATICA.L SELECTIONS. 

THE PASSIONS. 
An Ode for Music, 

COLLINS. 



WHEN music^ heavenly maid* wad youngs 
While yet in early Greece she sung/ 
The passions oft, to hear her sbelJ^ 
ThrongM aroujid her magio cell, 
Exujting, trembling, raging, faiutinga 
Possest beyond the muse's painting ; 
By turns they fekthe glowing mind, 
Disturb'd, delighted, vais'd, refin'd; 
Till once, 'tis said, when all were fir'd, 
Fiir<i with fury, rapt, inspir'd. 
From the supporting myrtles round 
They snatch'd her instruments of sound; 
And as they oft had heard apart, 
Sweet lessons ^f her forceful art. 
Each, tor madness rul'd the hour, 
"Would prove his own exprissive power I 

First F^ar his haiid, its. skill to try. 
Amid the chords bewilder'd laid. 

And back recoil'd, he knew not why, 
Ev'n at the spund hin;^8«if had made* 

Next, Anger ruth'd, his eyes on fire, 
In light'nings own'd his secret stjngs. 

In one rude clash he struck the lyre. 
And swept with hurried hand the strings. 

With woeful measures wan Despair — 
Low sullen sounds his grief beguil'd ; 

A solemn, strange, and mingled air, 
'Twas Slid by iits, by starts 'twas wild. 
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But rtiou, O Hope with eyes so fair. 
What was thy delighted measure ?, 
Still it whisperM prdtnis'd pleasure,' 

And bade the lovely scenes at distatice Hail l 
Still would her touch the strain prolongs 

And from the rock^, the w^Mids, the vale* 

She cuird on Echo still through all the song ; 

And where her sweetest theme she chose^ 

A soift responsive voice was heard at every closer 

And (lope enchanted smird^aud wav'd her golden hair* 

And longer had she sung — but, with a fVown, 

Revenge impatient rose. 
He threw his blood-stain'd sword in thunder dd^ti*^ 
And with a withering looks 
The war-denouncing trumpet too)^». 
And blew a blast so loud and dreads 

Were ne'er prophetic souuds so full of woe ! 
And ever and' anen he beat» 
The doubling drum witbfurious heat. 
And though, smiietimes, each dreary pause between,. 
Dejected Pity, at his side. 
Her soul-subduing voice applied ; 
Yet still he kept his wild unalterM mien ^ 
While each strainM ball of sight seem'd burstiugr 
from his head*. 

Thy numbers, Jiealbusy^ to nought were nx*d. 

Sad proof of thy distressful state, 
OfdiiFeringf themes the veering song was mixM, 

And now it courted Love, row ravipg call'd oa* 
Hate» ' 

Wi th eyes u prai s!d ,, as one i iKtfpi r'dj . 

Pale Melancholy sat retir'd. 

And from her wild sequestered seat, . 

In notes, by distance made more sweet; 

Pour'd through the mellow horn her pensive soul r 
And dashing soft from rocks around, 
Bubbling^runnelsjoin'd the sound; 

Through glades and. glooms the mingled measure^ 
stole^ 

n 3 
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Or o'er some haunted stream with fond delsf » 

Round an holy calm diffusing, 

Love of peace and lonely musings 
In hollow murmurs died away. 

But O ! how alter'd was its sprightlier tone ! 
When Cheerfulness, a nymph of healthiest hue f 

f ler bow across her shoulder flung, 

Tier buskins gemm'd with morning dew. 
Blew an inspiring air, tliat dale and thicket rung. 

The hunter^s call, to Faun and Dr3'ad known. 

The oak-crown'd sisters^ and their chaste-ey'd 
queen, 

Satyrs and Sylvan boys were seei^. 

Peeping from forth their alleys green ; 
Brown Exercise rejoic'd to hear. 

And Sport leapt up, and seiz'd his beechen spear, 

Last came Joy^s ecstatic trial, 
ile, with viny crown advancing. 

First to the lively pipe his hand addrest; 
Hut soon he saw the brisk awakening viol. 

Whose sweet entrancing voice he lov'd the best.. 
They would have thought, who heard the strain, 

They saw in Te^npe's vale he? native maids. 

Amidst tlie festal sounding shades* 
To some unwearied minstrel dancing. 
While, as his flying fingers kiss'd t^e strings, 

Love fram'd with Mirth a gay fantastic round, 

I^oose were her tresses seen, her zone unbound^ 

A nd he, amiilst hi& frolii: pl^Jt 

As if he would* the charming air repay* 
Shook thousand odours from his dewy wiiigo^ 

O Music, sphtre-descendedmaid» 
Friend of pleasure, wisdom's aid^ 
Why, 'goddess, why, to us denied, 
Xay'st thou thy ancient lyre aside? 
As, in that lov'd Athenian bower. 
You learn'd an all-commanding power, . 
Thy mimic soul, O nymph ^ndear'd, 
Can "9? ell recnU ^hat then it heard^ 
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Where is thy native simple heart, 
Devote to Virtue, Fancy, Art ? 
Arise, as in that elder time. 
Warm, energic, chaste, sublime ! 
Thy wonders in that god-like age, 
Fill thy recording sister's page — . 
'Tis said, and I believe the tale. 
Thy humblest reed could nij&re prevail. 
Had more of strength,. diviner rage. 
Than all which charms this laggard age; 
E'en all at once together fovuwU 
Cecilia's mingled world of sound— 
O, bid our vain endeavours cease. 
Revive the j ust designs of Greece, 
Return in all thy simple state ! 
Confirm the tales her sous relate!. 



THE 

STATUE OF THE DYING GLADIATOR* 

A Prize Poem at Oxford. 

CmNNERY, 

WILL then no pitying sword its succour lend 
The Gladiator's mortal throes to» end? 
To free th' unconquei^'d mind, whose generous powV 
Triumphs o'er nature in her s^Kldest hour ? 

Bow'd low, and full of d^ath, his head declines^ 
Yet o'er his brow indignant valour shines ; 
Still glares his closing eye with angry li^ht, 
Now glares^ now darkens with approaching nights 

Think not with terror heaves that sinewy breast,— 
'Tis vengeance vieible, and pain'supprest; 
Calm in despair, in agony sedate> 
His proud soul wrestler with o'ermast'ring fate; 



Digitized 



by Google 



224 FOfiTICAI. SBLBCTION»» 

That p«ng the conflict ends-— he falls not yet» 

Seems every nerve for one last effort set. 

At once by death, death's ling' ring pow'r to brave—. 

He will not sink, but plunge into the gr^ve. 

Exhaust his mighty lieart in one last sigh,^ 

And rally life's whole energy to die !, 

Unfear'd is now that cord which ofE^ ensnar'd- 

The baffled rival whonrhis falchion spared » 

Those clarions maite, which on the murd'rous stkge* 

Rous'd him to deeds of more than martial rage; 

Once pois'dby peerless might, once dear to fame, 

TheshieM wiitch could not guard, supports his framed 

His iix'd eye dwells upon the faithless blade. 

As if in silent agony he prayed : 

** Oh might I yet,, by one avenging blow, 

" Not shun my fate, but bhare it with my foe !" 

Vain hope! — the streams of lifb-blood fast descend ;. 

That giant arm's upbearing strength must bend ; 

Yet shall he scorn, procumbent, to betray 

One dbstard sign of anguish or dismay ; 

With one weak plaint to shame his parting breathy 

111 pangs sublime* magnificent in death ! 

But his were deeds unchronicled ; his tomb 

No patriot wreathes adorn ; ta chber his doom,.. 

No soothing thoughts arise of duties done. 

Of trophied conquests for his country won I 

And hci whose sculptur'd form gave deathless fame- 

To Ctesilas — he dies without a nam^f 

Haply to grace some Csesar'd pageant pride 

The hero- slave or hireling champion died, 

When Rome,.d^eaerateRome, for barbarous sbowsj^ 

Barter'd her virtue, glory,, aud repose; 

Sold all that freemen prize as great and g.ood»^ 

for pomp of deathj, and theatrea of bloodl. 
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THE 

STATUE OF THE DYING- GLADIATOR. 

Not a Prise Poem. 

ANOKYiTOUS. 



liVIPERIAL Home and trophied Greece no mora 
0*er prostrate realms their conqu*iing legions poiii*; 
All their vaiu hopes of boaiidlesn empire crirsh'd. 
The victor-shout, the storm of war is hush'd: 
Yet, in the relics of a milder fame 
StUi lives the Roman, still the Grecian name. 
Hoar boasts of geniuSr rescuM wrecks of tim^e. 
Tell their proud height, when science soared sublime^ 
And learning there unveil'd her mystic charms-— 
They rul*d in arts, triumphant as in arms. 

Yon carv'd memorial of their peerless skill. 
Sculpture! *twas thine to model at thy will > 
Who from the rude rock call's* the perfect form, 
Can*8t soften stone, and flinty marble warm ; 
There has thy lavish hand grv'n all but speech, 
To shew how far thy wondrous art can reach : 
So rich the glow thy magic chisel gives, 
Throngh thee the t>ying Gladiator lives. 
His fornrv how strongly markM ! each swelling vein 
So chastely touched, we read his inward pain : 
Here the distended vessels scarce caii hold 
The raging blood — while there, coneealM and cold. 
Where ruthless Death hath press'd nis heavy hand. 
Life's frighted current starts at his command.* 
His sinewy make proclaims his pristine might. 
And marks him fashion'd for the fiercest fight — 

* One of the commentatorB upon this statue thoug^lit he 
eould discover the torpor of death extending if self gradually 
ii'om the extremities of the body 
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Yet see ! lie droops beneath the weight of woe. 
Shrank his proud neck, his haughty head bent low : 
On his swoU'n arm, he rests his tortur'd frame, 
Hislifey and dearer stil1» his dying fame: 
For, as he liv'd but in th.e public eye, 
S09 but for public sport he seems to die. 
His soul still thirsts, unsated, for the praise 
That cheered his savage feats in former days; 
Ere fell defeat had brought despair and shame. 
And nipt the growing honors of his name. 
Though in the grasp of Death, he strives to please; 
Though torn by pangs, denies his sufferings ease; 
Studious alone to fall with manly grace,t 
And hold the wonted firmness of his face.:^ 
His blood, slow trickling from his wounded side. 
Too proud to weep, flows with reluctant tide. 
Weak, faint, and spent, he seems already gone: 
We start to help — and grasp a form of stone!: 
Thus when thy works attain their utmost art,. 
Their subjects seize, resistless, on the heart.. . 
Enwrapt in wonder, the deluded eye 
Passes unmark'd their chisel'd beauties by ; 
And on those passsons darts its gaze alone. 
That swell expressive ki the living stone. 

t The Gladiator is described as being particularly anzious, 
after haFing been mortally wounded, utprocttmbat honerte. 

X It is plainly seen that, in hisexpiring moments, he exhU 
bits a Bolicitttde to maintain that firmness of aspect, which, thft 
Gladiators esteemed so honourable in. a dying state.. 
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TO SLEEP. 

CURRIE. 



OH Sleep ! that o^er my ardent brain 
Didst stiU diffuse thy opiate dew. 

To sooth m^ care through night's dull reign. 
And vanish as the morning grew ; 

Though the smooth couch my limbs receives, 

And softest down supports my head, 
With thought and care my bosom heaves, 

And all thy pleasing spells are fled. 

«•. 
Then, power benigirant ! hither turn, 

Again thine influence o'er me steal; 
Bid my warm heart forget to mourn. 

And my keen senses cease to feel. 

Kindly thou list'st thy vot'ry's -prayer. 

Soft ruler of the midnight hour! 
In slumber sink the forms of care, 

And brighter visions speak thy power. 

Round me the notes of music swell. 

See ! green woods wave ! bright waters gleam ! 

Scenes of my youth ! I know you well, 
Scenes of my youth ! by Kirtle*s stream. 

Here many a long-lost friend is found; 

A father's, sister's form I view: 
What angel wakes the harp's soft sound. 

Ah ! once lov'd Mary, is it you ? 

. The landscape smiles, the air is calm, — 
Soft breezes round my temples play : 
My bosom feels a sacred calm, 
JSlest presage of immortal day* 
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But the sky lours,— dim wave the shades ; 

Deep sighs and grouns assail mine ear; 
A babe's loud wailin^s pierce ihe glade. 

My infant's cries I stem to hear. 

Sudden a spectre near me stands ; 

Flis eye is on me fierce and wild. 
A child is in his boney hands, — • 

It shrieks ! — oh heaven, my dying child ! 

High heaves my breast, my [>uUe8 fail ; 

An icy coldness o'er vche creeps; 
Cofivtilsive pangs my frame assail. 

And barst tjtie leaden chains of sleep. 

And do 1 wake !— oh fearful night I 

Sleep ! thy curst sptlls deceive, ensnare; 

Fly, daemon ! fly my aching sight. 

And Uave my heart to thought and care* 



ELLEN. 

SMYTH. - 



THREE years of misibrtune, my ElUn, arc gone 
And still, uuabated, the tempest raves on; 
With new forms of sorrow each season appears. 
And injury goads us, and cruelty sneers: — 
In the darkness of poverty waste and expire 
Thy glances of beauty, thy talents of fire; 
And. hard is the fortune of Ell<^n, I own. 
With me in a cot, who might honouf a throne. 

But thou, lovely Ellen, art ever the same. 
No look of unkindness, no accent of blame; — 
All courage and constancy > — steady to save 
The wreck while U yet can be seen on the wave ; 
Still soothing and tender,, my bliss and my pride. 
The same lovely Ellen I woo'jd for my bride: 
A merit like thine, ev'ry merit above. 
How can 1 repaj it>^oh Ellen, my love } 
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THE CAST-AWAY SHIP. 

MONTGOMERY, 



The subjects of tlie two following Poems were suggested by the 
loss of the Blenheim, commanded by Sir Thomas Trowbridge, 
which was separated ft-om the vessels under its convoy, during 
a storm, iu the Indian Ocean.— -Thfe Admirals sou afterward 
made a voyage, w^Hhout fuccess, in s&^rch of hi* father.— 
Trowbridge was one of Nelson Vcaptains. at the Battle of the 
Nile, but his ship unfortunately run a-ground as he was bear* 
ing down on the enemy. 



A VESSEL saird from Albion's shore. 

To utmost India bound ; 
Its crest a hero's pendant bore. 

With broad sea-laurels crown'd 
In many a fierce and noble fi^ht» 
Though foird on that Egyptian night. 

When Gallia's host was drown'd, 
And Nelson o'er his counti'y's foes. 
Like the destroying angel rose. 

A gay aiid gallant company. 
With shouts that rend the air, 

For warrior-wreaths upon the sea. 
Their joyful brows prepare ; 

But many a maiden's sigh was sent. 

And many a mother's blessing went> 
And many a father's prayer, 
X 
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With that exuUiDg^ship to sea. 
With thai ondauutea company; 

The deeff. that, like a cradled child. 

In breathing slumber lay, 
More warmly blush'dy more sweetly smird,^ 

As rose the kindling day ; 
Through ocean's mirror, dark and clear. 
Reflected skies and clouds appear 

In morning's rich array » 
The land is lest, the waters glow, 
'Tis heaven above, around, below. 

Majestic o'er the sparkling tide. 

Seethe tall vessel sail. 
With swelling wings, in shadowy pride, 

A swan before the gale ; 
De^p-laden merchants rode behind ; 
—•But, fearful of the fickle wind, 

Britannia's cheek grew pale. 
When, lessening through the flood of light. 
Their leader vanished from her sight. 

Of^ had she hail'd its trophied prow. 

Victorious from the war. 
And banner'd masts, that would not bow. 

Though riv'n with many a scar; 
Oft had her oaks their tribute brought^ 
To rib its flanks, with thunder fraught ; 

But late her evil star 
Had curs'd it on its homeward way, 
— • The spoiler shall become the prey/ 

Thus warn'd, Britannia's anxious heart 

Throbb'd with prophetic woe. 
When she beheld that ship depart, 

A fair ill-oroeu'd show ! 
Thus views the mother, through her tears, 
The daughter of her hopes and f%ars. 

When hectic beauties glow 
On the frail cheek, where sweetly bloom 

The roses of an early tom^b. 
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No fears the brave adventurers knew; 

Peril and death they spurn'd; 
Like fulUfledged eagles forth they flew, 

Jove's birds, that proudly buta'd. 
In battle-hurricanes to wield 
His light* ni figs on the billowy field » 

And many a look they turn'd 
O'er th^ blue waste of waves* to spy 
A Gallic ensign in the sky. 

But not to crush the vaunting foe» 

In combat on the main* 
Nor perish by a glorious bloWf 

In mortal triumph slain. 
Was their unutterable fate; 
— That story would the Muse relate^ 

The song might rise in vain; 
In Ocean's deepest, darkest bed 
The secret slumbers with the dead* 

On Indians long-expecting strand 

Their sails were never furl'd ; 
Never on known or friendly land. 

By storms their keel was hurl'd ; 
Their native soil no more they trod ; 
They rest beneath no hallowM sod ; 

Throughout the living world. 
This sole memorial of their lot 
Remains, — they were^ and they are noi. 

The Spirit of the Cape* pursu'd 

Their long and toilsome way; 
At length, in ocean solitude. 

He sprang upon his prey: 

* Havoc!' the shipwreck-demon cried* 
Loosed all his tempests on the tide, 

> * Gave all his light^nings play : 
The abyss recoird before the blast. 
Firm stood the seaman till the last. 

* The Cape of Good Hope, formerly called the Cape O!^' 
Sionns.— 5ee CamaeiCi Lasiady book V. 
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Like shooting stars, athwart the gloom 
The raerchant-sajis were-sped; 

Yet oft, before its midnight doom* 
They mark'd the high mast head 

Of that devoted vessel, tost 

By winds and floods, now seen, now lost; 
While every gun-fire spread 

A dimmer tlash, a fainter roar; 

— At length they saw, they heard no more. 

There are to whom that ship was dear. 

For love and kindred's sake i 
When these the voice of Rumour haar^ 

Their inmost heart shall quake, 
Shall doubt, and fear, and wi&h^ and grieve, 
Believe, and long to unbelieve, 

Biit never cease to ache ; 
Still doom'd, in sad suspense, to bear 
The hope that keeps alive despair. 



THE SEQUEL. 

M02(TGOMERy. • 



HE sought his Sire from shore to shore, 

He sought him day by 4ay ; 
The pr^w he t^ack'd was S9en no more. 

Breasting the ocean-spray ; 
Yet, as the wiads bis voyage 8t^» 
He saird abov^ his father's hejad^ 

^ Unconscious were it lay, 
lieep, deep beneath tfe^ rolling inain : 
— He sought his Sire; be iko^ugjat in ^^ir* 

Son of the brave ! im) longer ^eep ; 

Still, with affection true> 
. Along the wild disastrous deep* 

Thy father's course pursue ; 
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Full in his wake of glory steer* 
His spirit prompts thy. bold career. 

His compass guides thee through; 
So, while toy thunders awe the sea, 
Britain shall find thy Sire in the«w 



TO DELIA. 



SHERIDAN. 



DRIED be that tear, my gentlest lore ! 

Be hushM that struggling sigh, 
Not season's day, nor fate shall prove 

More fix'd, more true than I ! 
Hnsh'd be that sigh, be dry that tear; 
Cease boding doubt, cease anxious fear. 

Dost ask how long my vows shall stay. 
When all that^s new is past? — 

How long, my Delia ! can I say 
How long ray life will last? — 

Dried be that tear, be hoshM that sigh, 

At least ril love thee till 1 die. 

And does that thought affect thee too. 
The thought of Sylvio's death ; 

That he who only breathes for you 
Must yield that faithful breath ? 

HushM be that sigh, be dry that tear, 

Nor let us lose our heaven while here ! 



X d 
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LINES LEFT IN A GROTTO.* 

SHERIDAN, 



UNCOUTH is this moss covered groiio of stone. 

And damp is the shade of this dew«diippiji|; tree. 
Yet I this rude grotto with rapture will awn, 

And willow' thy damps are refreshing to me. 
For this is the grotto where Delia reclin'd. 

As late I, in secret, her confidence sought; 
And this is the tree kept her safe from the wind. 

As blushing she heard the grave lesson I taught. 
Then tell me, thou grotto of raoss-cover'd stone. 

And tell me, thou willow, with leaves dripping dew. 
Did Delia seem vex'd when Horatio was gone; 

And did she confess her resentment to you ? 

Methinksnow each bough, as you're waving it, tries 
To whisper a cause for the sorrow I feel : 

To hint how she frown'd, when I dar'd to advise ; 
And sigh*d when she saw that I did it with zeaL 

♦ Mr. Sheridan meeting Miss l.inly (late Mrs. Sheridan) at 
the entrance of a Grotto in llie vicin'«fy of Bath, took the liberty of 
oii'ei'jnf]^ her some adv.ce, with which apprehending she was diij- 
pleascd, he left the f4>llowing liues in the grotto next day. 
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True, trne, silly leaves, so she did I allow : 

She frown'd, but no rage in her looks, could I see: 
She frownM, but refiection, bad clouded her brow : 

She sighM, — ^but perhaps *twas in pity to me. 
Then wave thy leaves brisker, thou willow of woe, 

I tell thee, no rage in her looks could I see : 
I cannot, I will not believe it wag s« ; 

She was not, she could not, be angry with me« 

For well did she kaow tha4: way heart meaat.no 
wjongi 

It sunk at the thought of but giving her pain ; 
But trusted its task to a faultering tongue. 

Which err*d from the feeliags it could opt <sx plain* 
Yet oh ! if indeed I've offended the maid. 

If iDelia my humble monition refuse ; ^ 

Sweet willow, the next time she visits thy shade 

Fan gently her bosom,. and p.l^ad my eKcuse. 
And thou, stony grot, in thy arch may'st preserve 

Two lingering drops of t^ nigl^t-^aUen dew ; 
And J4ist let them fall at W feet« ai^d they'll serve 

A^ tears of my sorrow, intrusted to you* 

Or least they unheeded should fall at her feet, 

Let them fall on her bosom of snow, and I swear. 
The next time 1 visit thy moss-cover'd seat, 

I'll pay thee each drop with a genuine tear. 
So may'st thou, green willow, for ages thus toss 

Thy branches so lank, o'er the slow winding 
stream: 
And thou, stony grotto, retain all thy moss. 

While yet there's a poet, to make thee his theme. 
Nay more may my Delia still give you her charms 

Each evening; and sometimes the whole evening 
long : 
Then, grotto, be prond to support her white arms ! 

Then, willow, wave all thy green tops to her song J 
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REMEMBRANCE. 

DARWIN. 



WHEN the soft tear steals silently down from the 

eye, 
Take no note of its course, nor detect the low sigh; 
From some spring of soft sorrow its origin flows, 
^ Some tender remembrance that weeps as it goes* 

Ah ! tisnotto say what will bring to the mrnd 
The joys that are fled, and the friends left behind; 
A tune, or a song, or the time of the year. 
Strikes the key of reflection and moans on the ear* 

Thro' the gay scenes of youth the remembrance 

strays. 
Till memory steps back on past pleasures to- gaze; 
Fleeti ng shades now they seem that glide silent away. 
The remains of past hours, and the Ghost of each 

day. 

Let the tear then drop silent, nor mark the full eyc^ 
The soul's secret offering no mortal should spy; 
Few souls areprepar'd for a rite so divine. 
When the feelings alone sacrifice to the shrine* 



TO MART IN HEAVEN. 

BURNS. > 



THOtJ lingering star, with lessening ray. 
That lov*st to greet the early-morn. 

Again thou usher'st in the day 
My Mary from my soul was torn.—" 
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Oh Mary! dear departed fth«ide»l 

Where is thy place of blissful rest ? 
See'st thou thy lovei' lowly laid ? 

Hear'st thou tke groans thai rend his breast ? 

That sacred hour can I forget ; 

Can I forget the hallow 'd grove* 
Where by the winding Ayr we met* 

To live one day of partii^ love ! 
Eternity will not efface 

Those records pure of transport past ; 
Thy image at our last embrace—-' 

Ah! little thought we *twas our tasti 

Ayr, gureling, kiss'd his pebbled shore« 

O'erhung with wild woods thickening green, 
The fragrant birch and hawthorn hoar, 

Twin'd am'rous round the raptur'd scene* 
The flowers sprung wanton to be prest. 

The birds sang lov« on every spray. 
Till too, too soon the glowing West 

Proclaimed the speed of winged day. 

Still o'er these scenes my roemVy wakes, 

And fondly broods with miser care ; 
Time, but the impression deeper makes 

As streams their channels deeper wear! 
My Mary ! dear departed shade i 

Where is thy place of blissful rest ? 
See'«t thou thy lover, loiwly laid i 

Hear'st thou the sighs tha4^ n^ bis breast > 



ELIZA. 



THINK not wbil^ gayer swains invite 

Thy feet, dear girl, to plen^uro's bow'rs' 
My faded form shall meet thy sight. 
And deud Eliza's smiling hpurs. 
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Thou art the wofld's delighted g^est. 
And all the young admire is thine. 

Then I'll not wound thy gentle breast. 
By numbVing o*er the wounds of mine* 

I will not say how well, how long. 
This faithful heart has si^h'd for thee; 

But leave, the happier swains among. 
Content, tf thou contented be« 

Eliza, should misfortune*s wand. 
Bid all thy youth's gay visions fly. 

From thy soft cheek the rose command^ 
And force the lustre from thine eye. 

Then, thoughtless of my own distress^ 
rU haste thy comforter to prove, 

Eliza shall my friendship bless. 

Although^ alas ! she scorns my love. 



PILGRIM'S FAREWELL. 

ROBINSON. 



O'ER deserts untrodden, o'er moss«cover'd hills 

I have wander'd forlorn and alone ; 
My tears 1 have mingled with slow winding rills. 

And the vallieshave echoed my groan!-— 

I have seen the wan moon from her silver veil peep. 
As the rose from her cloud-Klappled bed ; 

I have heard the dread hurricane yell midst the deep. 
As the lightnings play'd over my head! 

When the tempest subsided, I saw the faint dawn 

O'er the eastern hill meekly appear ; 
While each King«cnp that droop'd on the dew-shining 
lawn 

From it^ golden lids drppp'd a soft tear. 
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I have seen the bright day*8tar illumine the earthy 
I have hail'd the proud sor'reign of fire« 

I have smird on the primrose just waken*d to birth, 
I have sighM^-to behold it expire 1 

How oft have I pitied the plaint of the dove. 
How Fve mus'd near the nightingale's rest ! 

For» alas ! when the mourner sings sweetly of lovCf 
*Ti8 soft sympathy thrills thro* my breast, 

I have seen the tall forest overshadow the glade. 
And extend its broad branches on high ; 

But how soon have I mark*d its rich canopy fade. 
And its yellow leaves whirl to the sky ! 

I have sigh'd o*er the sod where some lover was laid, 
I have torn the rude weeds from his breast, 

I have deck'd it with flow' rets, and oft have I said,— 
«*,How I envy thy pallet of rest." 

" I have tracM the long shades o^er the wavers silky 
green. 
When the storm gathered over the main ; 
^I have gaz'd with delight on the landscape serene. 
When the evening bell tollM on the plain. — 

Exulting and gay, I have smiFd to behold 

Proud nature luxuriantly dress'd ; 
I have wept when I saw her uncover'd and cold. 

And the winter-blast howl'd o'er her breast* 

Since such are the scenes of this journey of care. 
Since each pleasure is mingled with pain. 

Still let me the raptures of sympathy share. 
And my bosom shall scorn to complain.^- 

Tho* destin'd to wander o'er mountains of snow^ 

Vanceaza! O mansion divine ! 
Thy pilgrim shall smile at his journey of woe, 

ioid his heart, his warm heart shall be thine ! 
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THE SOLDIER'S DREAM. 

CAMPBELL. 



OURbiigles sang true for the nigh t-cloud had low'r'd. 
And the centinel stars set their watch in the sky ; 

And thousands had sunk on the ground oversow* r*d. 
The weary to sleeps and the wounded to die. 

When reposing that night on my pallet of straw. 
By the wolNscarin^ ^s^ggot that guarded the slai n. 

At the dead of the night a sweet vision I saw^ 
And thrice ere the morning 1 dreamt it again. 

Methought from the batt1e^field*8 dreadful array. 
Far, far I had roam*d on a desolate track : 

Twas autumn — and sunshine aro^e on the way 
To the home of my fathers, that welcomed me back. 

1 flew to the pleasant fields, travers'd so oft 

In life''sm6rning march, when ray bosom wasyoung; 

I heard my own mountain goats bleating aloft^ 
And knew the sweet strain that the corn-reapers 
sung. 

Then pledg'd we the wine cup, and fondly I swore. 
From my home, and my weeping friends never to 
part ; 

My little ones kissM me a thousand times o'er. 
And my wifesobb'd aloud in her fulness of heart.— 

Stay, stay with us, — rest, thou art weary and worn ;-** 
And fain was their war-broken soldier to stay; 

But sorrow returned with the dawning of morn. 
And the voice in my dreaming-fear melted aw&y. 
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Written near a tree over the grave of an Officer. 

ROBINSON, 



All ^ pi^dftive trtiTler, if thy teair _ 
E'er fell on Valour's early grave;. * 

Arrest thy wandering steps, and here 
Lament the lot that waitBthebravel , 

Here let the moralist descry 

The proudest tomb that man can claim* 
The glorious bed ^hcre heroes lie. 

Who perish'd for their country's fam^. 

Herebnid the Ifitrrel afteicpM i<n tears^, 
^ Tears that in glowing youth he died, 
Blest with each charm thett most endears, 
His kindred's hope, his* nation's pride! ' 

AhK hafllow*d tnrf 1 some sHent spot, ' 
AdornM with sprrbw's gem sublime. 

E'en when the muse shall be forgot. 
Thy fame shall brave the blasts of time. 

And thou, rude bark, preserve his name« 
Carv'd by some just recording hand; 

And, proudly conscious of that fame. 
Thy guardian branches ^de expand. 

Keep from this sod the pattering, rain, 
Tne wintry wind, the driftea snow J 

Atidwhen blythe summer paints the ptain^ 
R«rje let the sweetest flowVe1;s blow« 

No trophied column trimm'd with bays^ 
' No gilded tablet bears his name ; 
A soldier boasts $'upenor praise, 
"^ grateful coifntry guards his fame.- 
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THE MARINER. 

▲KN RADCLIFFE, 



SOFT came the breath of spring; smooth flowed the 
tide» 

And blue the heaven in its mirror smird. 
The white sail trembled, swelPd, expanded wide^ 

The busy sailors at the anchor toird. 

tVith anxious friends, that shed the parting tear. 
The deck was throne'd-^how swift the moments 
fly! 

The vessel heaves, the farewel signs appear ; 
Mute is each tongue, and eloquent each eye ! 

The last drjead moment comes ! — The sailor youih 
Hides ^he big drop, and smiles amid his pain; 

Soothes his sadbride, and vows eternal truth, 
** Far ewelly my lov&— we shall-?*shall meet agaip !" 



EXILE Ot ERIN. 

CAMPBELL. 



THERE came to the beach a poor exile of Erin^ 

The de^ on his thin robe was heavy and chill : 
For hi6' country he sighed, when at twilifi;ht repairing 

To wander alone by the wind-beaten hilK 
But the day-star attracted his eyes sad devotion,; 

For it rose o*er his own native isle of the ocean^] 
Where once in the fire of his youthful emotion. 

He sang the bold anthem of Erin go bragb. 
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Sad is my fate ! said the heart-broken stranger^ 

The wild deer and wolf to a covert can flee; 
Bat I have no refuge from famine and danger, 

A home and a country remain not to me, 
Never again in the green sanny bowers. 

Where my forefatliers liv'd, shall I spend the sweol 
hours. 
Or cover my harp with the wild-woven flowers* 

And strike to the numbers of Erin go-bragh! 

Erin, my country ! though sad and forsaken. 

In dreams I revisit thy sea-beaten shore * 
But, alas I in a far foreign land I awaken. 

And sigh forthe friends who can meet me no more ! 
Oh, cruel fate ! wilt thou never replace me 

In a mansion of peace — ^where no perils can chase 
me? 
Never i^in« shall my brothers embrace me ? 

They died to defend me, or live to deplore 1 

Where is my cabin door, fast by the wild wood ? . 

Sisters and sire! did ye weep for its fall ? 
Where is the mother that look*d on my childhood ? 
■ And where is the bosom-friend, dearer than ull ? 
Oh ! my sad heart I long abandon*d by pleasure. 

Why did it doat on a fast-fading treasure ? 
Tears, like the rain-drop, may fsU without measur^t 

But rapture and beauty they cannot recall. 

Yet all its sad recollection suppressing. 
One dyin^ wish my lone bosom can draw 

Erin I an exile bequeaths thee his blessing ! , 
Land of my forefathers ! Erin go bragb ! 

Buried and cold, when my heart stills her motion. 
Green be thy fields — sweetest isle of the ocean ! 

And thy harp-striking bards sing aloud with devo« 
tioB— 

Erin mavournin !— Erin go bragh !♦ 

■ ♦ 

* Ireland my dsrliof^IrelaQd £ir cVer. 
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WrUunffr ** tike thmie ^Benhar^ 

AOBiarsoK. 



PLEAS'D wHk tbe calm beifitohi»g liovr^ 
When ev'ning shadows o'er the plain> ' 

I seek ray soUtairy b«frV» 

And listen to the aight^owl'f sitrtiii ! 

Here, where the woven ivy ha^ngi^ 
Once the rich shrine of nsarble rose 1 

And chaste-eyM Vestals sigh'd their pangs^ 
And batb'd, with icy tears^ their woos. 

And here, wfiete on the ftigged ground 
The acniptur'd fragments sc^ttet'd lie» 

Erst did the choral anthem sounds 
And holy incense meet the sky. 

, What are ye now ? ye arches drear^ 
. ' What can ye show to sooth the breast f 
Save pensive twilight*s frequent tear. 
That falls in crystal lustre drest * 

Yet o'er the scene of rude decay^ 

l}lythe nature darts the morning beam! 

And here the blushing evening ray 
Inspires the soul with fancy^s dream ! 

And here wa« Cynthia sheds her light, N 
The shattered roofis and walls among X 

And here the solemn hour of night 
Is cheer'd by Philomela's song ! 

And here the pilgrim, poor and sad^ 
No kindred smile his breast to warm^ 

May find what cruel foes forbad, 
A shelter fitmi the howling storm ! 

• A Novel, by M.,£, Robinson. 
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Blow, b1ow» ye keen, ye ruthless winds ! 

Ye livid tight' ningSy dart around ! 
While terror freezes guilty minds. 

And conscience owns the cureless wound. 

Here can I view, unchill'd with dread. 
The lofty aisle and shadowy dome ; 

The turrets tottering o'er the dead ; 
The long-drawn monumental gloom ! 

H«re, still, without one holy rite. 

The hapless Bertha's form shall sleep! 

While blushing Rigour shridks from light» 
Ai^d Melancholy hides*^to weep* 

With Superstition gliding round, 

A thousand ghastly shades shall gleam; 

While o'er thedew-besprinkled ground 
Steals the faint moon's retiring beaml 

Yet, hither shall the red-breast bring 

The lily, and the palest ros'et 
And all the fairest flowers of spring, 

To dress her bed — of long repose. 

Oh, gentle bird ! no wanderer rudie. 

Shall bid thee from these ruins flee; 
Blest minstrel of this solitude ! 

Still shalt thou sing— to solace me. 




T 3 
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THE BUTTERFLY TO HIS LOVE. 



WHATbowVy dell, with fragjrant breatb. 
Courts thee to stay thy airy flight : 

^or seek again the purple heath. 
So soft the scene of gay delight i 

Long I've watch'd i* the lily*s bell. 

Whose whiteness stole the morning*8 beam; 

Ko fluttering sounds thy coming teLl> 
fio waving wings, at distance gleam* 

But fountain fresh, nor breathing grove. 
Nor sunny mead, nor blossomM tree. 

So sweet as lily's cell shall prove ;— 
The bow'r of constant love and me. 

When April buds begin to blow. 
The primros^and the hare-bell blue. 

That on the verdant nioss-bank grow 
With violet cupsj- that weep in dew ; 

When wanton gales breatb through the shade. 
And shakes tne'blooms and steals their sweets^ 

And swell the song of every glade, 
I range the forest's green retreats : 

There through the tangled wood-walks play» 
Where no rude urchin paces near, * 

Where sparely peeps the sultry day. 
And light dews freshen all the air. 

High on a sun«^beam oft I spiart, 

O'er bower and fountain, vale and hill ; 

Oftev'ry blusl'iiig flow'ret court. 

That hangs its bead o'er winding rilK 
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But tbese FIl leave Wfam ^. guide. 

And show lliee where Hue j^n'iaik^ spreads 

Her snbwy leaf, w^re May«Aow*rs kide, 
And r<iiie4>«kdb temc th^ peeping beards. 

With me the iwMintftio's sumnut ectle. 

And t^flte the wiid-tliytne*s honeyM M»oni» 
. Whose fragrance, fioatini^ eii tke $^e> 
Oft leads me to the cedar's gl^onu 

Yet, yet, bo ^«itKi comet ia the breeze ! 

What shade th«a ^iares ta tempt thy stay ? 
Oiice^ me aloiie thoa ^iah'd to pl«Me« 

And with me o«ly tJiou woaWst stray. 

But while thy long delay I mourn. 

And chide the swett shades for their guile^ 

Thou may'st be true, and they forlorn. 
And fairy favours court thy smile. 

The tiny queen of fdiry-land, 

Who knows thy spea:!, hath sent thee far. 
To bring, or ere the night-watch stand. 

Rich essence for her shadowy car ; 

Perchance her acopi-^-ups to fill 
With nectar from the IiKiian rose> 

Or gather, near some haunted rill, 

May<-dews that lull to sleep love's woes. 

Or o'er the mcmntains bade (iiee fly», 

To t^ll her fairy love to speed. 
When evening hangs upon the sky. 

To dance along the twUight^mead* 

But now I see thee sailing low. 

Gay as the brightest tlow'rs in springs 

Thy coat of'blue and jet I know. 
And well thy gold, and purple wing. 

Borne on the gale, thou com'st to me; . 

O! Welcome, welcome to my home! 
In lily's cell we'll live in glee; 

Together o*er the mountains roam ! 
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ODE TO MELANCHOLY. 

CARTElt* 



COME, Melancholy ! silent powV> 
Companion of my lonely hour» 

To sober thought con6nM : 
Thou sweetly sad ideal guest. 
In all thy soothing charms confest. 

Indulge my pensive mind. 

No longer wildly hurried thro* 

The tides of mirth, that ebb and flow*. 

In Folly*8 noisy stream: 
I from ihe busy crowd retire, 
To court the objects that inspire 

Thy philosophic dream. — 

Thro* yon dark grove of mournful yews 
With solitary steps I muse» 

By thy direction led : 
Here, cold to pleasure's tempting fornifr,^ 
Can 'sociate with my sister worms, 

And mingle with the dead. 
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Ye midniglit b^rroc^i mvfnl g\o^ml 
Ye silent regiAiis of the tomby 

My f utaire' peaceftil bed : 
Here shall my weayy eye& be clo^idj 
And every sorrow lievepoe'd* 

Id death's refreshing 8had«« 

Ye pale iahaibitaBts of night, 
Be^^Dre my intellectual stgbt 

In fiolemro pomp ascend : 
O leAl bow trifting now appnurs 
The tnain of iditt hoftes and fnt»^ ^ ' 

That Yaryiog Hfe attend I 

Ye faitMcM idok t>f our sense^ 

Here own bow vain yonr fmid pMtanot^ 

Y^ empty Batnes of jey t 
Your ttanaient forms like abadowa [ 
Frail offspring of the taagic gkas^ 

Before the mental eye* 

The dazzling coAonrs» falsdy brigblt^ 
Attract the gazing vulgar sight 

With super^ial state : 
Thro' reason's clearer optics viewed. 
How stript of all its pomp, how rttd«a 

Appears the pointed cheats 

Can wild ambition's tyrant powV, 
Or ill-got wealth's superfluous store. 

The dread of death cootroul ? 
Can pleasure's sore bewitching charms 
Avert or soothe the dire alarms 

That shake the parting soul ? 

Religion ! o'er the hand of fate 
Shall make reflection plead too late. 

My erring senses teadi. 
Amidst the flatf rifig hopes of youth,* 
To meditate the solemn truth, 

These awful relics preach. 
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Thy penetrating beanM disperse 
The mist of. error » whence our fears 

Derive their fatal spring : 
'Tis thine the trembling heart to warm. 
And soften to an angel form. 

The pale terrific king. 

When sunk by guilt in sad despair. 
Repentance breathes her humble prayer^ 

And owns thy threatening just: 
Thy voice the. shuddering suppliant cheani^ 
. With mercy calms her tott'ring fears» 

Ahd lifts her from the dust. 

Sublim'd by thee, the soul aspires 
Beyond the range of low desires, * 

In nobler views elate: ' 

UnmovM her destin'd change surreys^ 
And, arin'd by faith, intrepid, pays 

The universal debt. 

In death's soft slumber, lullM to rest^ 
She sleeps, by smiling visions blest. 

That gently whisper peace:— 
•Till the last morn's fair op'ning ray 
Unfolds the bright eternal day 

Of active life and bliss. 



REFLECTIONS. 

ROBINSON. 



AH ! who has pow'r to say^ 
To^mor row's sun shall warmer glow. 
And o^er this gloomy vale of woe 

Diffuse a brighter ray ? 
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Ah ! who is ever sure. 

Though all that can the soul delighf:» 
This hour enchants the wond'ring sights 

These raptures will endure? 

Is there in life's dull toil» 

One certain moment of repose. 

One ray to dissipate our w#es> 
And bid KeAection smile? 

What is the mind of man ? 

A chaos where the passions blend, 
Unconscious where the mass will end^ 

Or when it first began ! 

In childhood's thoughtless hours 
We frolic through the sportive day^ ; 
lE^ach path enchanting, sunny, gay. 

All deck'd with gaudy^ flow'rs ! 

In life's maturer prime 
^ We wander still in search of peace; 

And, as our weary toils ipcrease. 
Fade in the glooms of time* 

Froqi scene to scene we stray. 

Still courting pleasure's fickle smile, 
While she, delighting to beguile. 

Still farther glides away» 

We seek Hope's gentle aid. 

We think the lovely phantom pours 
Her balmy incense on thbse'flow'rs, 

Whicli blossom but to fade! 

We court Love's thrilling dart. 

And when we think our joys supreme^ 
We find its raptures but a dreams- 
Its boon a wounded heart. 

We pant for glitt'ring Fame, 

And when pale envy blots the page 
That might have charm'd a future age> 

We find 'tis but a name. 
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We toil for paltry ore. 

And wh«n we gain the ^tyMen prize, 
Aud death appears ! — ^with achrng eyes 

We view the uselew ttore. 

We bask in Friendship's beam. 
But when malignant cares assail. 
And fortanS*8 fickle favours fails 

We find *tis but a dream ! 

We pine for kUe joy ;. 

Intern p' ranee leads to sure decays 
The brightests prospeota ihde away» 

The sweetest-*-80onest cloy ! 

How frail ia Beanty^t bf«om ? 

The dimpled cheek, the sparkling eye. 
Scarce seen, befsre tf^etr wonders tfy^ 

To decorate a tomb ! 

Then» since this fleeting breath 

Is but the zephyr of a day. 

Let conscience make each minute gay. 
And brave the shaftaof death ! 

And let the g^n^rous mind 
With pity view the erring thnei^:; 
Applaud the right, forgive the wrong. 

And feel for all mtinkind. 

For who, alas ! shafi say, 

** To-morrow's sun shall wanner glow. 
And o*er this gloomy vale of woe. 

Diffuse a brighter ray ?'* 
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SBHFWRECK. 

ANN itAIXClirFfE. 



'T IS solemn mi()tiigbt ! On thiiloaely ste^p^ | 

fieneath this waich-to^Vs/d^oliltra waflU 

Where mystic shapes the wanderer appal» 
I rest. And view below the d^fsert deep, ^ j 

As thro' tempestuous air th^mooriS cold Ugltt , , 

Gleams on the waive. Vi^wlesii, tlie mud otti\ght, 1 

With loud mysterious fe^roe tHie biflTowft sweep. 

And sullen roar the surges far below. ^ 

In the still pauses 4>ftlle gust I hear 

The voice of spirits risi ng sweet aaA slow. 
And oft amongthe clouds their form's appear* ■ 

But hark ! what shriek of death comeis in the gale. 

And in the distant ray what glimm'rii^g sail 
3ends to the storm?— Now ainks the note, of fear f 

Ah ! wretched mariners!— >ho more shall day 

Unclose his cheering eye to light ye on your way ! 



! ! 



ODE. 

CARTER. 



WITH ruthless agitations to«t» 
And low immers'd in woes. 

When shall my wild distemper'd thoughts 
Regain their lost repose? 

Beneath the deep oppressive gloom 

My languid spirits fad«. 
And all the drooping powers of life 

Decline to death's cold shade, 

z 
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O Tbou ! the wretched's 9ure retreat. 
These tort' ring cares controuU 

And with the chearful smile of peace 
Revive my fuiuting soul ! , 

Did ever thy relenting ear 

The humble plea disdain? 
Or when did plaintive mis'ry sigh, 

A nd su pplicate in vain } 

Oprestwith grief and shame, dissolved 

.In penitentiat tears. 
Thy goodness calms our restless doubts. 

And dissipates our fears* 

New life from thy refreshing grace 

Our sinking hearts receive ; 
Tliy gentle, best loved attribute^-— 
. To pity and forgive. 

From that blest source, propitious Hop^ 
Appears serenely bright, 
; And sheds her soft diffusive beam 
O'er sorrow's dismal night. 

Dispers'd by her superior force, 

The sullen shades retire, 
And op'ning gleams of new-born joy 

The conscious soul inspire. 

My griefs confess her vital pow'r. 
And bless the friendly ray; 

Fair Phosphor to the smiling morn> 
Of everlasting day* 
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TO MELANCHOLY. 

ANN RADCUFFE. 



SPIRIT oflove and sorrow— hail ! 
Thy solemn voice from far I hear. 
Mingling with ev*ning*A dying gale: 
^ Hail> with this sadly-pleasing tear! 

O ! at this still, this lonely hour. 

Thine own sweet hour of clothing day. 

Awake thy lute, whose charmful pow'r 
Shall call up Fancy to obey. 

To paint the wild romantic dream. 
That meets the poet's muring eye, . 

As on th« banrk of shadowy stream. 
He breathes to her the fervid sigh. ^ 

O lonely spirit! let thy song 

Lead me throgh all thy sacred haunt ; .. 
The minster^s moon-light aisles along. 

Where ^leetresraise the midnight chaiiati 

\ hear their.dirges faintly swell ! ' ' '* 
Then, sink at once in silence dr^ar,^ 

While, from the pillared cloi3ter's cell,* ' ' 
Dimly their gliding forms appear! 

Lead where the pine^woods WaVe bnW^h, 
Whose pathless sod is darkly seen. 

As the cold moon, with trembling eye. 
Darts her long beaamsthe leaves between** 

Lead to the mountain's dusky head. 
Where far below, in shade profound^ 

Wide forests, plains, and hamlets spread. 
And sad the chimes of vesper seuiid. . 
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Or gside me where the dashing oar. 
Just breaks the atiUness of %e vale, 

Ag slow it tracts the wiDding shore. 
To meet the ocean's distant sail : 

To pebbly banks that Neptune laves, 
With measnr'd surges, loud and deep, 

Where the dark cliiF bends o*cr the waves. 
And wild the winds of auttiimn sweep* 

There pause at midnight's spect red hour. 
And list the loog^resounuing gale : 

And catch the fleeting moon-light*s poVr* 
0*er forming seas and dbtaut sail. 



PIOUS MEMORY. 

Occasioned fry seeing the graves dress*4 wk^Jlowerst 
nt Brecknock, in W^fe^ 



BO^Diy* 



^« tlTiithei! a]Braj„ fetf maid !'* Icsjr^ct 

Am on old Hu^j's \mk 1 faiy> 
^hien pasising by me, I espy'd 

A modest ttmi lA «iBfit acnij% 

Vpoti her red, but welt tum'd aa» 

M littlo wicker-basket hung; 
With flowers of various hues completOt 

AlkAnraacbssevef-gie^a and young : 

The frngrant bay, Die motrrnful yew. 
The cyjpress and the box were taere ; 

Tlie daisy py'd, the violtet blue; 
The red pink, and the primrose fair* 

** Ahd- why that basket o» yoilv an&r 
, «« WitlraU those fragrant sireeUaufpptied?' 
With bbMfaing look, and pe»Bfvo«tr, 
And voice of meeknessi soft she sigh'd : 
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•* To yonder chuipch-^yard do I basfte, 

«* To dness the grave where- Beiiry sleeps; 

,«* No maid a truer lover bless' d—* 
" No maid more faithful lover weeps. 

«« Stern death forbade us to unite, 
•« And cut him down with ruthless blow ; 

** And now I speed to deck his {jraVe, 
*« As 'ti» our weekly wont to do." 

The melancholy custom pleased ; 

She left me wrapped in pensive thought ; 
Ideas sad, but soothing, rose. 

When my sldw steps the churcb-yaiid sought. 

There kneelinc o'er her Henry's grave, 

Adorn'd with all her basket's store. 
The rural maiden, sighing, hung. 

Her eyes with tender tears ran o'er. 

She rais'd those eyes so fhll of tears. 

Which now and then stole down her cheek; 

And much to heaven she would have spoke. 
But sorrow would qot let her speak. 

Yet though her thoughts could find no vent, 
There is who reads each honest miud t 

And the true heart to him devote. 
Shall ample satisfaction find. 

Then gentle maiden ! do not fear. 

Again thy Henry thou shall meet; 
Till then thy tender task pursue, ; 

And strew thy greens and ilow'rs s^rswec^ti 

And you, whom all around I see. 

The same dear mournful task employ ; 
•Ye parents, children, husbands, wives, . 
The melancholy bliss enjoy ! 

Oh ! 'tis delicious to maintain 

Of friends deceas'd a due respect ! 
Then bring me flow'rets, bring me greens, 

Straight shall my parents' grave be deck'd; 
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And many ftlifeM'p (wJwn JWlfifMrblKt 

^1 \»9ftk flliv^ wiibift mig ^kfi^mi^i 
Luxuriously «ad I*U aee 

With cb«u»e»i; guriwd* wmU^ imm^A ' 

Come, then the vieher b»»k^ briHc; 

Qcwtt^ M«nu)fy, and with w^ go! 
Each lovely flowcsr tbaibraaAet tliefi|Hriof 

Affection's gentle Jumd ibtU «tww i 

A mellow tear ♦T aoMbNig «i^« 

Sball o'eii ihe §mme apontiiiteoua Ml ; 
While heaven th^ heart's sftiU widhshdi tear. 
. And fft^iMb other gmaft us att« 



THE FUGBTfVE* 



Oft have I seen yon solitary mtffi- 

Pacing the, upland meadow* On bis brow 

Sits melancholy^ marked with decent pTide» 

As it would fly the busy taunting world* 

And feed upon reflection. I^ometimesy near 

The foot of an old tree, he takes bis seat. 

And with the page of legendary lorft 

Cheats the dqll hour> while Evening's sober eye 

Looks tearful as it deises. In the dell 

By the swift brook he loiters, sad and mute^ 

Save when a struggling sigh, half murmured,, steali^ 

From his wrung bosom« To the rising moon. 

His eye rais'd wistfully, expression franght. 

He pours the cherishM anguish of his soul. 

Silent, yet eloquent. For not a sound 

That might alarm the night's lone centioeU 

The dull-eyed owl, escapes his trembling Upt 

Unapt in supplication. He is young. 

And yet the ^tamp of thought so t^pQrs yoiith. 
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ThstaUilBfii«»ttfef<ftdefl« WimttBhef 
And why* wheHOioraing^ sails upon tile In^eeze, 
Fanniog *iie bUie biM*s aoaMxut, do^ he May 
Loitering and sal I en » likea«innHit b&y, 
Besidei &9 wliedlajid glen ; of stretch 'd along 
On the green slope, watch his slroW wasting form 
Relleciitt^. ^rembiingy oi^ the river^s breast ^ 

Hi» gasb Jff ioatirae and trhreadbare, and bis cheek 

Is prematuMl^ fatdcdw The cliecb'd tear^ 

Dimioiog hdb dark ie^.c*8 Ittstre, seeois to say, 

'* This world is now, to me, a barren waste, 

*' A desert^ foil of we^sd^ ond wounding tfaoras, 

«* And I am weary : for nay journey here 

<* Hasibeen^ though short, but cheerless/' Is it so? 

Poor traveller! Oh tell me, tell me all,-^ 

For I, like thee, am but a Fi:^4tive, 

An alien from delight, in this dark scene! 

And, now I mark thy features, I behold 
The cause of thy complaining. Thou art here 
A persecuted exile! one whose soul, 
Unbow'd by guilt, demands no patronage 
From blunted feeling, or the frozen hand 
Of gilded QstentatioQ. Thoo, poor priest ! 
Art here, a stranger; from thy kindred torn—* 
Thy kindred massacred! thy quiet home. 
The rural palace of some village scant. 
Sheltered by vineyards, skirted by fair meads. 
And by the music of a shallow rill 
Made ever cheerful i now thou hast exchanged . 
For stranger woods and valUys. 

What of that?; 
Here, or on torrid desarts; o'er the world 
Of trackless waves, or on the frozen clifi^ 
Of black Siberia, thou art not alone ! 
For there on each, on all, the Deity 
Is thy companion still! Then, exiTdman! 
Becheerfttl as the lark that o'er yon hill 
In nature*s language, wild, yet musica^ 
Uaila the Creator! lior thu& sullenly 
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Repine, thati through the day, the sunny beam 
Of lu8t*rou8 fortane gilds the palace roef. 
While thy short path, in this wild labyriatb. 
Is lost in transient shadow. 

Who, that liTes, 
Haih not his portion of calamity ? 
Who, that feels, can boast a tranquil bosom? 
The fever, throbbing in the tyrant*s veins 
In quick, strong lau^age, tells the daring wretch 
That he is mortal, like the poorest slave 
Who wears his chain, yet healthfully suspires. 

The sweetest rose will wither, while the storm 
Passes the mountain thistle. The bold bird. 
Whose strong eye braves the ever-burning orb^ 
Falls like the summer fly, and has at most 
But his allotted sojourn. Exil'd man. 
Be cheerful I Thou art not a fugitive ! 
All are thy kindred — all thy brothers, here-— 
The hoping— trembling creatures— of one GodT 



THE POPLARS FELLED. 

COWPEB, 



THE poplars are feird, and adieu to the shade. 
And the whispering sound of the cool colonade : 
The winds play no longer, and ^in^ in their ieavea,^ 
Nor the Ouse, on its surface, their imag,e receives^ 

Twelve years had elaps'd since I last took a view 
Of my favourite field, and the place where they grew; 
When, behold, on their sides, in the grass they were 

laid. 
And I sate 6n the trees under which I had stray'd* 
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The blaclcbird has sought oat another r«treat, 
Where the hazels affi>rd him a screen from the heat ; 
And the scene where his notes have o£t charni*d me 

before. 
Shall resound ilith his uaooth*flowiiig ditty no more. 

My fugitive years are all hasting away. 

And I must myself lie as lowly as they ; 

With a turf at my breast» and a stone at my head# 

£re another such grove riaes up in its stead* 

The change both my heart and my fancy employs; 
I reflect on the frailty of man and his joys; 
Short liv'das we are* yet our pleasures we see 
Have a still shortjer date, and dj.e sooner t^in we* 



THE ORPHAN ftQY, 



ALAS ! I a« M Orplian Boyt 

WHb neughrt on earth te cheer mybeart: 
No father's love, no mother's joy. 

No kin> nor kind» to take my part* 
My lodging is the cold» cold ground ; 

I eat the bread of charity , 
And when the kiss of love goes round, 

' There is no kiss,, alas I lor me« 

Yet once I had a fother dear, 

A mother too, I wont to prize. 
With ready hand to wipe the tear. 

If chanc'd a transient tear to rise. 
But cause of tears was rarely (bund ; 

For all toy heart was youthful! glee : 
And, when the kiss of love went round, 

How sweet a kiss there was for me 1 
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But, ah ! tViere came a war, they say. 

What is a war, I cannot tell ; 
Bat dninis and fifes did sweetTy play. 

And loudly rang our village bell. 
In troth, it iras a pretty sound 

I thought: nor could I thence foresee 
That, when the kiss of love went round. 

There soon should be no kiss fur me* 

A scarlet coat my father took, 

Aud sword as bright as bright could be; 
And feathers, that so gayly look. 

All in a shining cap had he. 
Then how my little heart did bound : 

Alas! I thought it fine to see; 
Nor dreamt that, when the kiss went round. 

There soon should be no kiss for me. 

My mother sighM, my mother wept. 

My father talked of wealth and fame : 
But still she wept, and sighM and wept ; 

Till I, to see her, wept the same. 
But soon the hortemen throng around : 

My father mounts, with shoiit and glee ; 
Then, gave a kiss ip all around ; 

AdcI, ah ! how sweet a kiss to me ! • 

But; when I fouud he rode so far, 

And came not home as heretofore : 
I said it was a naughty war. 

And lov*d the drum and fife no more. 
My mother oft in tears was drownM ; 

Nor merry tale, not song baid she ; 
And, when the hour of night came round. 

Sad was the kiss she gave to me. 

At length the bell again did ring; 

There was a victory, they said, 
'Twas what my father said he'd bring; 

JSut ah ! it brought my father dead, 
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My mother shriek'd : her heart was woe : 
She clasped me to her tremhling knee. 

O, God ! that you may never know 
How wild a kiss she gave to me. 

But once again— but once again» 

These lips a pnother^s kissss fe1t« 
That once again — that once again — 

The tale a heart of stone would melt. 
'Twas when upon her death-bed laid,— 

(Oh, God ! oh, God: that sight to se^,) 
** My child!— my child I" she Feebly said, 

And gave a parting kiss to me* 

So now I am an Orphan Boy, 

With nought below my heart to cheer: 
No mother's love, no father's joy. 

No kin, nor kind, to wipe the tear. 
My lodging is the cold, cold ground; 

r eat the bread of charity ; 
And, when the kiss of love goes round. 

There is no kiss of love for me. 

But I will to the grave and weep. 

Where late they laid my mother low. 
And buried her with earth so deep. 

All in her shroud as white as snow. 
And there. Til call on her so loud. 

All underneath the church-yard tree. 
To wrap me in her snow-white shroud; 

For those cold lips are dear to me. 
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THOUGHTS ON MIDNIGHT. 

CARTER. 



WHILE m^ltt in aolenm shade invests the pole. 
And calm reflection sooths the pensive soul ; 
While reason nndistarVd asserts her sway. 
And Ufe*8 deceitful colours fade awav : 
To thee. All conscious f*re«etice ! I cfevete 
This peaceful interval of sober thoughts 
Here all my better faculties confine. 
And be this hour of sacred silence thine. 

If by thedfl?y's iflusiVe scenes misled. 
My erring'sont from Tirtue's path has strayed : 
If, by example snar'd, by passion warm'd. 
Some false delight my giddy sense has charm'd; 
My calmer thoughts the wretched choice reprove. 
And my best hopes are centered in thy love. 
Deprived of this, can life one joy afford ! 
Its utmost boast a vain unmeaning word. 

But ah ! how oft my lawfess passions rove. 
And break those awful precepts I approve! 
Pursue the fataf impulse I abhor. 
And violarte the virtue I adore ! 
Oft when thy gracious spirh^s guardian care 
Warn'd my fond soul to shun the tempting snare. 
My stubborn will his gentle aid represt, 
And check'd the rising if^oifdn ess in my breast. 
Mad with vaiii hopes, 'or urg^ by false desires, 
Stiird his soft voicep-andquen^M his sacred lires. 

With grief oppreUt, and«*protkrate in the dust, 
Should*8t thou condiemo, l:own ^he sentence just : 
But oh ! thy softer titles let me claim. 
And plead my cause by mercy's gentle name. 
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Kercji tbiKt mpes iAi/^ pifettitential tedY^ 
And dietfipfttti^ the hofret of despair ; 
From rig'rous JuBtice steals the vengeful hoilr j 
Softens tbe dreadfel attribute of pow't ; 
Disarms the wrath of an offended God^ 
And seals my pardon in a iSaviour's blood* 

All powerful grace ! exert thy gentle sway^ 
And teach my rebel passions to obey : 
Lest lurking foUy^ imth iondf^us art» 
Regain my v9ltt^l<»iiieoii«tant heart. 
Shall every high retolVe detotion fraitaeflT, 
Be only lifeless BOHfidB ttod specious Aameift f 
Or rather wliile thy hopes and fears eontroul^ 
In this still hour, e^ch motion of my soal^ 
Secure its safety by a sudden doom. 
And be the soft retreat of sleep my tomb. 
Calm let me st amber in that dark repose, 
'Till the last morn its orient beams disclose : 
Then, when the great Archangel's potent soundf 
Shall echo thro* Creation's ample round, 
Wak*d from the sleep of death, with joy survey 
The opening splendors of eternal day« 



THE ORPHANS. 

ANONYMOUS. 



MV chaise the village inn did gain. 
Just as the setting sun*s last ray 

Tipt with refulgent gold the vane 
Of the old church across the way. 

Across the waj f silent sped. 
The tUne till supper to beguile 

In moralizing o>r the dead. 
That mouldered round tbe ancient pile. 
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i. ' 



There many an humble green grave shew'd . 

Where want, andpaiD, and loil did rest; '>. • . 
And many a flfatl'ring btoue Iview'd, 

O'er those who once had wealth possessed* 

A faded beech its shadow brown 

Threw o'er a grtive where sorrow slept ; 

On which, tho' scarce with grass o'ergrown^ 
Two'jagged children sat and wept. 

A piece of bread between, them lay^ 

Which neither seem'd inelinM to take; ' 

And yet they look'd so much a prey ' 
To w&nt» it made my heart to ache. 

My little children, let me know 

Why jrou in such dibtress appear ? . 

And why you wastful froni ypu throw. 

That bread which many/a heart would cheer? 

The little boy, in accents sweet, 

.Keptied, whilst tears each other chas'd, 
*' Lady, weVe not enough to eat, - 
«* And if we had, we would not waste, 

" But sister Mary^s naughty grown, 
•* And will not eat, whatever I say, 

<' Tho' sure I am, the bread's her own, 
** And she has tasted n^ne to-day." 

*< Indeed, (the wan starv'd Mary said) 
" 'Till Henry eats I'll eat ho more ; 

•< For yesterday I got some bread ; 

" He's had none since the day before," 

My heart did swell, my bosom heave ; 

I felt as tho' depriv'd of speech — ' . 

I silent sat upon the grate, ' ' • ' ' 

And press'd-a day cold band of each, 

Witb looks that tqld a tale of Wo«y;' 
With looks that 4>«ik« a gnat^fiul hearty 

The shiv'ring boy. did bearer draw, ' • 
And thus theif tale -of wojeimfwirt.^-- ■ 
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«* Before my fftther went away, ' 

** £lntiG-d by bad men o'er the sea, ' . ., 
** Sister and 1 did nought but play — " 

'•'. . We .liv*d beside yon -great ash tree. * 

" But then poor m6ther did so cry, 

-*1. Atkd looked so chang'd, 1 cannot tell ; 

" She told us that she soon should die, 
" And bade 418 love each other welh 

*« She said thWt whten the war was o'er, 
•« Perhaps tre aiight otir father se6: 

** But if we never'saW him more, 

V TliKt Ood our fMher then would be. 

« She kiee'a n« both., aod-tben she died, 
'* And we no more a mother bave 

*« Here many a day we sat and cried 
*' Together on poor mother's grave. 

*« But when our father came not here, 
« I thought if we could find the sea, 

" We should be sure to meet him there, 
** And once agaiii might happy be. 

" We hand in hand went many a mile, 

** And adk*d our way of all we met, , 

«« And some did flight and some did smile, 
" And we'of some did victuals get, 

" But when we reached the sea, atid found 
" 'Twas one great water round us spread, 

« We thought that father must be drown*d, 
" And cried, and wish'd us both were 'dead. 

«« So we returned to motber's grave, , ^ 

" And only long with her to be ; 
«* f^dr Goody, when this bread she gave, 

*« Said father died beyond the sea. 

** Then siftce no parents have we here, 
** WeMl go and seek for God around; 

** Lady I pray can you tell us where 
*^ That God our father may be found f 
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** He liTea in Heaveo, mother said, 
** And Good J aayathat mother's there; 

« So if she knows we want his aid 
** I think, perhaps, she'll send him here^" 

I clasp'd the prattlers to my heart. 

And cried. Come both and live witkne— i 

I'll cloth ye, feed ye, give ye rest* 
And will a second mother be* 

And God will be your father still-w 
'Twas he in mercy sent me tHnret 

To teach ye to obey his will. 
Your steps to gu^de;, your hMvUto dieer* 



LINES, 
Written extempore on the Sfa Shrt. 

CABTER. 



THOU restle^sfluctiurting deep. 

Expressive of the human mindt. 
In thy for ever varying form* 

My own inco^iftaAf self I fin^* 

IJow soft now flow thy.peafiefttl waves^ 
in just g^ra4^tion« tp the shore :-v« 

While on thy brow unclouded Hhines 
The regent osf the nj^idnight hour. 

Blest emblem of that equal state 
Which I this. i^oment feel within i 

Where thought tpi thought succeeding rolls,- 
And all is placid and serene* . 

As o'er thy smoothly-flowing tidet. 

Their light the trembling moonrbeams dart. 
My lov'd Eudocia's image smiles . 

Av4 J^ai^y brightens ajl p?y .he£|rK 
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But ah ! this if att*ring Scene of t>eaqe> ' / '^'. . 

By neither can be long possest, ' ' \ 

When Eurus breaks My transient calm, ' 
. And rising sorrows shake my breast; *, ' ; 

Qbscur'd thy Cfttthia'fe silver ray i i 

When clouds apposiD£^ intervene;'. 
And every joy that friendship gives • . i 

. Shall fade beneath the gloom of spleeo:. ; ;i .' 



TO-MORROW. 

"cotton.' 



TO-MORROW, didst thou say ? 
Methought 1 heard Horatio say. To-morrow. 
Goto — I will not hear of it— ^To-morrow ! 
Tis a sharper, who stakes his penury 
Against thy plenty— who takes thy ready cash, 
And pays thee nought biit wishes, hopes, and pro 

mi£^3. 
The currency of ideots — Injurious bankrupt. 
That gulls the easy creditor! — To-morrow ! 
It is a period nowhere to be found 
In all the hoary" registers of Time;. , 

Unless perchance in the fool's calendar. 
Wisdom disclaims the word, nor holds society 
With thosfe who own it. No, my Horatio, 
*Ti9 Fancy's'child, and Folly ie its father; 
Wrought of such stuff as dreams are, and as baseless 
As the fantastic visions of the evening. 

But soft, my friend— arrest the present moments; 
For be assui^ed 4hey are all arra^nt tell-tales ; 
And tho' their flight be sileat, and their path 
Trackless, ate the wing'd courie^rs of the.air, 
They post to heaven, and there record thy folly. 
Because, tho' statioh'd on the important watch. 
Thou, like a sleeping, faithless sentinel. 
Didst let them pass^ unnotic'dp unimproved* 
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And know, for tkftt thou alaqM^^e? Mst on ihQgiiardy 

Thou shall be made; to^answer at the bar 

For erery fugitive; and when thou thus 

Shalt stand impleaded at the high tribunal 

Of hood-wink*d Justice, who shall tell thy audit? 

Then stay the present instant, dear Horatio, 
Imprint the mark^ of wisdom on its wings. 
'Tis of more worth than kingdoms! fiat more precioua 
Than all the crimson treasuries of life's fountain, 
O I let it not elude thy grasp ; but, like 
The good old patriarch upon record. 
Hold the fleet angel fast, until he bless thee. 



PITY'S TEAR. 

ANONYMOUS, 



WHAT falls so sweet on summer flow'rs 
As soft, refreshing, tepid show*rs ? 
What bids the bud its sweets exhale 
Like ev*uing*s mildly-whispering gale ? 
Yet sweeter, more delicious far. 
And brighter than the brightest star» 
Decking the intellectual sphere. 
Is Pity's meek, and balmy tear. 

Wfa^t bids despair her arrows hide ? 
What checks affliction's tort' ring tide^ 
What heals the wound of mental pain. 
And sooths the fev'rish, throbbing brain ^ 
What calms the rage of jealous pride. 
And bids the rending pang subsided 
Lulling to rest distrust and fear 
Soft Pity's kind and holy tear« 

Yet not that pity fbrm'd to give 
A pang which bids affliction live ; 
]Not Pity thai can, taunting, showy , 
Superior pride^ untouvh'd by woe.; 
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Not Pity that, with iMiAgfbty «iiHlie» 
CjODSoles, — »iul awarders all the whil 
But Pity which \s fosi^d ta prov«9 
Th^ hood, of faitht^tbe test a( io%e^ 



THE VIRGIN'S FIRST LOYE.. 



YES»«^»weet ift the joy when our blu»he« im{>avfe 
The youthful affection that glows in the heart. 
If prudence, and duty, ajad reason approve. 
The timid delight of the iEirgin*ii first love^t 

But if the fond virgin be destinM to feel 
A passion, she must in h«r bosom conceal. 
Lest parents, relentless, the flam^ di8approve,<-^ 
Whereas then the delight of the virgin's first love i 

If stolen the glance by which love ia expvest, 
If sighs wheahalf heav*dbe^with terror supprert^ 
If whispers of passioa sospicioanipust move«^ 
Where*a then the delight of tihe virgia's first Icive ? 

Or if (ah too faithful !). with fondness she sighs. 
For one who.h^ ceas!dh«p«ffeetioD to^prize, 
Forgettiog the vowa by whose magic he strove 
To gain that ri«h treaaujoe the virgin's first love*^ 

If, tempted by k>terest».haventuce to ahuji 
The gentle affection histeBdiernes&.won, 
Through passion's soft maze with another to rove,— « 
Where's then the delight of the virgin^s first love ? 

Her eye, (when the tale of ht« treachery she he^rs,) 
Now beams with ctisdain, and now glistens with tears^; 
Ah ! what can the arrow then, rankling remove I 
Farewell the delight of tb« ^irgikk'«.fi^ftt love 1 
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And see» sad compaKi^A ol ttil^fttal dht^sft, ' ' 
Disease steal upon herin health'y*l!attYtng dfeBsr 
Oh ! surely that bl6dm eVcry fear shoi^ld remote ! 
Ah ! no ; — seek its cause in the virgm-s^ first love. 

Still brighter the colour appears on her cheek» 
Her eye boasts a lustre no language can speak ; — 
But vain are the hopes these appearances move. 
Fond parent I they spring from the virgin's first love* 

And soon, while unconscious that fate hovers near. 
While hope's flattering smiles on her features appear^ 
No struggle, no groan, his approaches to prove. 
Death ends the fond dream of the virgin's first love« 



THE SIGH. 

COLB»tDG£. 



WHEN youth his fairy reign began> 
Ere sorrow had proclaim'd me man ; 
While peace the present hour beguil'd. 
And all the lovely prospect smil'd; 
Then, Mary, 'mid my lightsome glee, 
I heav'd the painless sigh for thee. 

And when, along the waves of woe. 
My harrass'd heart was doom'd to know 
The frantic burst of outrage keen, 
And the slow pang, that gnaws unseen ;. 
Then, shipwreck'd on life's stormy sea> 
I heav'd aaanguish'dsigh for thee 1 

But soon reflection's power impressed 
A stiller sadness on my breast ; 
And sickly hope, witli wahitig eye. 
Was well content to droop and die t 
1 yielded to the stern decreee. 
Yet heav'd a languid sigh for thee !. 
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And tho* in distant climes to roam» 
A wand'rer from my native home» 
I fain would soothe the sense of care» 
And loll to sleep the joys that were !— 
Thy image may not banish'd be- 
Still, Mary, still I sigh fer thee. 



CHARACTMft OF THE FAIR SEX. 

I.EDTARD, 



THROUGH many a landand'cllme a ranger^. 
With toilsome steps Vwe held my way« 

A lonely unprotected stranger. 
To all the stranger's ills a prey. 

While steering thus my course preeariouat 

My fortune still ha» been to find 
Men's hearts and dispositions various. 

But gentle Woman ever kind. 

Alive to every tender feeling. 

To deeds of mercy always prone ; 

The wounds of pain and sorrow healing. 
With soft compassion's sweetest tone. 

Jio proud delay, no dark suspicion. 
Stints the free bounty of their heart; 

They turn not from the sad petition. 
But cheerful aid at once impart* 

Form'd in benevolence of nature. 
Obliging, modest, gay^ and mild. 

Woman's the same endearing creature 
In courtly town and savage wild. 

When parch'd with thirst, with hunger wasted, 
Her friendly hand refreshment gave ; 

How sweet the coarsest food has tasted ! 
What cordial in the simple w«ve I 
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Her courteous looks, her words caressing. 
Shed comfort on the fainting soul : 

\\' Oman's the stranger's gen'ral blessing 
From sultry India to the Pole, 



THE DISABLED SOLDIER, 

ANOA X xrxoxifi ' 



THE 8uA was just retir'd, the dews of eve 

Their glow-worm lustre scatter'd o'er the vale ; 

Thg lonely nigbtifigale.began to gri^ye, 

Tetlinjg;> with many a |>auBe> hf^ trader tal^. 

No clamours loud disturbed the peosive hour. 
And the young moon, yet fearful of the night, 

Rear'd.her pale,cfesceiit o'er the burnish'd towV, 
That caught the parting orb's strll ling'ririg light. 

'Twas then, where peasant footsteps mark'd the 
way, 

A wounded soldier feebly mov'd along : 
Nor aught regarded he the soft'ning ray. 

Nor the melodious birds' expressive song. 

On crutches borne, his mangled limbs he drew, ' 
Unsightly remnants of the battle's rage ; 

While pity in his youthful form might view 
A helpless prematurity of age» 

Then, as with, strange contortions, labVibg^lows 
He gain'd'the summit of his native hill. 

And saw the.welUkhown prospect spread below,. 
The farm, the cot, the hamlet, and the mill : 

In spite of fortitude, one struggling sigh 

Shook the firm texture of his tortur'd heart ; 

And from his hollow and dejected eye 
A trembling tetir hung ready to depart. 
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«< How chang'd,? he cry'd, *• is this fair scene to me,. 

<* Since last across this narrow path I went ! 
«« The soaring lark felt not superior glee, • ., 

" Nor any human breast more true content* ; .- 

<* When the/resh.hay was o'er the meadow throwp^. 

" Amidst the busy throng I still appeared ; 
** My prowess too at harvest time was shown, 

*• While Lucy's carol ev'ry labor cheer'd. 

•< The burning rays I scarcely seem'd to feel, • 

** If the dear maiden near me chanc'd to rove; 
** Or if she deign'd to share my irugal meal, 
* ** It was a rich repast, a feast of love. 

•* And when at evening, with a rqstic's pride, 
*' I dar'd. the, sturdiest wrestlers on the green, 

«< What joy was mine to hear her, at my side, ., 
*• Extol my vii^our and my manly mien. 

** Ah ! now no more the sprightly lass shall run 
** To bid me welcome from the sultry plain; 

« But her averted eye my sight shall shun, , 

•* And all our cherish d fondest hopes be vain, , 

** Alas I my parents, must ye too endure • 
*' That I for ever should destroy your mirth, 

** Exist upon the pittance ye procure, 
*** And make ye curse the hour that gave me birth i 

** O hapless day! when^ at a neighboring wake, 
" The gaudy serjeant paught my wond'ring eyej 

** Attdj as his tongue of «ar and honor spake, 
** I felt a. wish — to conquer or to die I 

*"* Then, while he bound the ribbands on my brow, 
<' He tulk'd of captains kind and genVals good; 

** Said, a whole nation would my fame avow, 
" And hoiinty calTd the purchase of my blood* 

«« y^ I refus^*d that bounty ; I disdaln'd 

** T-o sell my service in a righteous cause; 
." (Apd such to my dull sense it was explained) 

** The cause of Monarchs,. Justice, and the Lavvp* 
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<* The rattling droms beat load, the fifes begair» 
*< My king and country seem*d to ask my aid ; 

•* Throueh ev*ry vein the thrilling ardor ran — 
*< I left my humble cot, my village maid! 

«• Unhappy day ! torn from my Lucy's charms, 
** I thence was hurried to a scene of strife, 

<' To painful marches and the din of arms, 
** The wreck of reason, and the waste of life, 

<* In loathsome vessels now with crowds confined, 
** Now led with hosts to slaughter in the field, 

'< Now backward driven, like leaves before the wind* 
<< Too weak to stand, and yet ashamed to yield: 

*« Till oft repeated victories inspired 
•« With tenfold fury the indignant foe, 

" Who, ruthless, still advanced as we retired, 
** And laid our boasted proudest honours low* 

<« Through frozen deserts then compellM to fly, 
** Our bravest legions mouldered fast away ; 

** Thousands of wounds and sickness left to die, 
<« W^hile hov*ring ravens marked them for their 
prey, 

^ Oh, be this warfare of the world accursM !— 
" The son imw weeps not o'er the father's bier ; 

« But grey-hair'd age (for nature is revers'd) 
*« Drops o'er his children's grave an icy tear," 

Thus having spoke, by varying passions tost. 
He reach'd the threshold of his parents' shed. 

Who knew not of his fate, yet mourn'd him lost 
** Amidst the number of the unnam'd dead«" 

Soon as they heard his well-remember'd voice, 
A ray of rapture chas'd habitual care ; 

*« Our Henry lives, we may again rejoice," 
And Lucy sweetly blush'd — ^for she was there* 

** But when he enter'd in such horrid guise,*' 

His mother shriek'd, and dropp'd upon the floor: 

His father look'd to heav'n with streaming eyes. 
And Lucy sunk, alas ! to rise no more. 



Digitized 



by Google 



POBTIOAIi SBhmeTMm. 277 

THE SUPERANNUATED HORSE 
* To his Master^ 

Who had sentenced him to die at th« end of %WBnogst. 
ANONYMOUB, 



AND hast thou fix'd my doom, sweet master, say? 

And wilt thoii kill thy servant old and poor? 
A little longer let me h^e, I pray ; 

A little longer hobble roand thy doorf 

For much it glads me to behold this place^ 
And house me in this bospitsrble shed : 

It glad^ me more to see my master's factt. 
And linger oa the spot mhat^ 1 was bred. 

For oh! to think of what we have enjoy M, 
In my life V prime, ere I was old and poor ! 

Then from the jocund morn to eve employed. 
My gracious master on my back I bore* 

Thrice told ten ye^rs have dancM on down along. 
Since first to thee these way-worn limbs I gave; 

Sweet, smiling years! when both of us were young. 
The kindest master and the happiest slave ! 

Ah, years sweet amiting! now for ever ^own ! 

Ten 5»e«r8« thrice told, alaa, are as a day! 
Yet, as together we are aged grown. 

Together let us wear tlmt age away ! 

For still the older times are dear to thongbt. 
And rapture mark'd each mioute as it ilew; 

Light were our heart8« and «very season brought 
Pains that were soft, or pleaaurea that were new. 

Ah ! call to.mindj how oft, near Soaring's stream. 
My .ready steps were bent to yonder grove. 

Where she who lov'd thee was thy tencf^r theme* 
And I, thy more than messenger of love! 

B B' 
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For when thy doubting heart felt fond alarms. 
And throbbed alternate with its hope and fear. 

Did I not bear thee to thy fond one*8 arms. 
Assure thy faith, and clry up ev'ry tear? 

And hast thou fix'd my doom, sweet master, say ? 

And wilt thou kill thy servant, old and poor? 
A little longer let me live, I pray, 

A little longer hobble round thy door! 

Yet ah ! in vain, in vain for life I plead« 
If nature hath deny'd a longer date: 

Still do not thou behold thy servant bleed, 
Tho' weeping pity has decreed his fate. 

But O, kind nature ! take thy victim's life ! 

End thou a servant, feeble, old, and poor; 
So shalt.thou save me from th* uplifted knife. 

And gently stretch me at my jnaster's door. 



TO MARY. 

BYROK. 



YET all this giddy waste of years. 

This tiresome round of palling pleasures ; 

These varied loves, these matron fears. 

These thoughtless strains to passion's measures; 

If thou wert mine, all had been hush'd. 
This d)eek, now pale from early riot. 

With Passien's hectic ne'er had flushed. 
But bloom'd in calm domestic quiet. 

Yes, once the rural scene was sweet; 

For nature seem'd to smile before thee ; , 
And once my heart abhor'd deceit, 

For then it beat but to adore thee. 
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Bat, now, I seek far other joys. 

To thinle^ would drive my soul to madness; 
In thoughtless throngs and empty notse, 

I. conquer half my bosom^s sadness.. 

Yet e*en in these a thought will steals 
■ In spite of every vain endeavour ; 
And fiend« might pity what I feel. 
To know that thou, art lost for ever* 



TO MEMORY. 

ANONYMOUSr. 



OH ! when the vernal bloom of life is past ; 

These flowerets withered which my path adorn ; 
When cold and bitter sighs the wintry blast ; 

My hopes all faded^ apd my heart forlorn ^ 

When the sweet sky its cheerful light foregoes^' 
Nor wild-bird carols from the mid-way air. 

Nor o*er the scepe the tint of pleasure glows r ^ 
O Memory ! then thy poisou*d arrow spare i 

Yet stay, enchantress ! — light thine ev'ning istar. 

And chase the fo^s from Liove's deserted shrine^ 
Where many a placid spectre glides afar, 

Known in heaven's record, and most dear to thine« 

» 
Grant me the fading traces to renew 

Of smiles that beam*d upon my youthful heart; 
And call expression's varied lines to view. 

From friendship's early grave compell'd tiTstart* 

And when thy sacred treasury, the tomb, 
Hath pour'd its shadows forth in long array. 

Command this £lden of ray youth to bloom. 
And spread the landscape in thy moonlight ray» 
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1^'ithpencil moisteaM in thy clearest bu6«» 
Still o*€r the thatch these truant tries fling ; 

The hower's wild rose with softest blush sunuse. 
Sweet with the fragrance of a distant spring* 

Yon winding lane, o^er»arch'd with woven sprays; 

The broomy slope, expanding to the vale ; 
That casement, where eve's parting crimson playa. 

And this old aspen, trembling to the gale : 

O paint them fair, as now my glistening eye 

Roves o*er the scene with hope^s deceptive thrill » 

And, 'mid the gloom of lifers c^cending sky, 
'Twill shed one watery gleam of pleasure still. 



BIRTH-DAY RETROSPECT. 
akonvmovs. 



THUS far life's little journey through^ 

Of seenes for ever gone 
I'll take one retrospeeti've view, 

Sefofe I speed me on* 

1 
Here, on this little hillock plac'd, ' 

A m^m^nt let me stand .-^ 
Before me li^s a desert waste ; 

BehiiMif a fairy land. 

Winding thrpugli yon luxuriant vale. 

Half hid in distance grey. 
By miiny a hill and many a dale 

I trace my youthful way. 

But fa^t those fading acenies retire. 

And mingle into one; 
Though here a cot, and there aspire, 

8UU glitter. in the sun: 
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And when athwart my wintry sky 

He darts his latest ^leam. 
Those spots, till dosed is Meniory*^8 eye^ " 

Will sparkle in his beam. 

Yes; happy was my youthful day: 

I trod enchantea ground ; 
My spring, like other springs, wasgay^ 

And roses bloom'd around : 

And newi though Hying o'er my head 

Are youth*s departing years. 
And often though the path I tread . . 

Is water'd by my tears*. 

Still Hope, in many a gloomy hour. 

Through many a weary mile, 
Has cheered me with the magio power 

Of her bewitching smile. 

But, Hope, fareisell l^— thy visions bright- 
Have dazzled me too long ; 

And shall I stay to watch thy light. 
And hear thy parting song ? 

No: let me turn — it is enough — 

Too ifaany tears have flow'd : 
The sky is dark, the way is rough;— 

But His the pilgrim's road: 

And, pilgrim-like, with staff and shelly. 

Aud<loath*d in- habit grey, 
I bid the smiling past farewell; 

And speed me on my way. 

—But wherefore should my courage faili- 

And strains' of sorrow* flow ? 
Why need I thrjough this gloomy vale 

A lonely wanderer go ? 

1 see a little cheerful band ; 

I hear their songs resound ;— 
Onward they travel, hand in hand^ 

And all for Zion bounds 

B B. 2r 
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The Bterile plain* the desert dreaft 
Where howls th^ chilling blast-**. 

The pains and perils that }. f^ar— 
Already they have past. 

And kindly ^ould they welcome met 
They bid me not 4fm^ond> 

For they a fairer land f:an #«e. 

And brighter skies beyond «rr-( 

O theD» thpogh fkintlng and^ distveet^ 

I will my way porsne t 
There is a home, there is a rest^ 

There is a hea?en in xtew^ 



THE FLOWER. 



ON the golden breast of May 

There hung a flower; 
It bloomM to fade-— it liv'd a day,, 

And smil'd but for an hour^ 

^Twas the glory of the morn 

That gave it birth ; 
Then dropped on the^beath forlort^ 

To deck the rugged earth* 

'Twas the glory of the night 

That saw it die; 
Then sickened pale, and hid her Kghfe 

In clouds that flitted by. 

Oh ! the tempest was unkind. 

And stern the shower ; 
And ruthless was the wayward win<]|'^ 

That wreck'd so sweet 9 flower^ 
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Known to few, it liv'd unseen 

Where wild birds roam ; 
Obscurity its only screen. 

The wilderness its hoipe^ 

Yet the bee, with busy care, 

Perch*d on its breast, 
Ne^er sought in vain for treasure there,. 

To store the distant nest,. 

Long its beauties might have bloomed,. 

And cheer'd the wild. 
And with its fragrance, now con8uni*d». 

The fugitive beguil'd. 

But the gust that faid it l^w 

To kiss the ground, 
Chiird the fair bud-^t ceas'd to gi«w>. 

And drop. i(s 8weet9 around. 

So when rudeness blew the blasts 

The tender mind, 
ExposM on sorrow's dreary wjastCj^ 

Alive to woe— Kjeclin d. 

Ah ! I'v^ drawn my drooping fcieiid^ 

Fair virtue's child ; 
There are who love the heart to rend^ 

And nip th« flower that smird. 
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SONG FROM AFAR. 
Translated from a German Poemy hy Matthisim^. 

SMITH^ 



WHEN in the last faint light of ev*iiing^ 
A smiling form glides softly by» 

A gentle sigh its bosom heaving, 
whilst tliou in oaken grove dost lie; 

It is the spirit of thy friend 

Which whispers, — " All thy cares shall end.**" 

When in the mild moon's peaceful twilight 
Foreboding thoughts and dreams arise^. 

Andthe.solemn hour of midnight 
Paints fairy scenes before thine eyes; 

The poplars give a rustling sound,^ 

It is my spirit hovers round. 

When, deep in fields of ancient story^ 
Thou hang*8t enraptured o*er the page 

That gives and takes the mead of glory, 
Feel'st thou a breath that fans thy rage I 

And does the trembling torch burn pale ?^— 

My spirit drinks with thine the tale*. 

Hear^st jdiou> when silver ^tars are shining, 
A sound as EoVs harp divine, • 

Now the wild wind full chords combining^. 
Now softly murmuring, — Ever thine ! 

Then careless sleep, to g^ard thy peaccj^ 

My watchful spirit ne'er shall .<;ease ! 
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MORAL STANZAS. 

TALBOT. 



WELCOME the real atate of things. 

Ideal world adieu, 
Where douds, pil'd up by finey'i hd«d. 

Hang low'riug o'er each view« 

Here the gay sunshine of content 
Shall gHd each humble scene ; 

And life steal on, with gentle pace. 
Beneath a sky serene. 

Hesperian trees amidst my grove 

I ask not to behold ; 
Since ev'n from Ovid's song I know^ 

That dragons guard the gold* 

Nor would I have the P^csnix build 
In my poor elms his nest ; 

For where shall odorous gums be found 
To treat the b«Auteou4 gueit* 

Henceforth no pleasure I desire 

In any wild eiitreiii« ; 
Such as should lull the captiv'd raind^ 

In a bewitebiog dream* 

Friendship I ask, without caprice. 
When faults are over-seen ; 

Errors on both sides mix'd with trutb« 
And kind good-wilt between. 

Health that may best its value, prove. 
By slight returns of pain ; 

Amusements to enliven life, 
Crosses to prove it vajn. 

Thus would I pass my hours away. 
Extracting good from all ; 

Till time«hall from my sliding feet 
Push this unctrtaio ball. 
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PEACE AND GLORY. 
JVriUen at the commencement of the present War.. 

MOORE. 



WHERE is now the smile that lightened 

Every hero'» couch of rest ? . 
Where is now the hope that brightened 

Honor's eye and pity's breast? 
Have we lost the wreath we braided 

For our weary warrior-men I 
Is the faithless olive faded. 

Must the bay be pluck'd again? 

Passing hour of sunny weather» 

' Lovely, in your light awhile. 

Peace and Glory, wed together, 
Wander'd through the blessed isle; 

And the eyes of Peace would glisten. 
Dewy as a morning swn. 

When the timid maid would listen- 
To the deeds her chief had done« 

Is the hour of dalliance over? 

Must the maiden^s trembling feet 
Bear her from her warlike lover. 

To the desart's still retreat ? 
Fare you well ! with sighs we banish 

Nymph so fair, and guest so bright I 
Yet the smile, with which you vanish,, 

Leaves behind a soothing bght! 

Soothing light that long shall sparkle 

O'er your warrior's sanguine way. 
Through the field where horrors darkle. 

Shedding hope's consoling ray ! 
Long the smile his heart will cherish^ 

To its absent idol true. 
While around him myriads perish» 

Glory still will sigh for yau 1 . 
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TO THE HERB ROSEMARY. 

WHITE. 



SWEET scented flower ! who art wont to bloom 
On January's front severe. 
And o'er the wint'ry desert drear 

To waft thy waste perfume ! 

Come, thou shait form my nosegay now, 
And I will bind thee round my brow ; 

And, as I twine the mournful wreath, 
IMl weave a melancholy song. 
And sweet the strain shall be, and long, 
The melody of death. 

Come, funeral flower! who lov'st to dwell 

With the pale corse in lonely tomb. 

And throw across the desert gloom 
A sweet decaying smell. 

Come^ press my lips and lie with me. 

Beneath the lowly alder tree ; 

And we will sleep a pleasant sleep* 

And not a care shall dare intrude. 

To break the marble solitude. 
So peaceful and so deep* 

And hark I th« wind-god as he flies. 

Moans hollow in the forest trees. 

And sailing on the gusty breeze. 
Mysterious music dies. 

Sweet flower! that requiem wild is. mine. 

It warns me to the lonely shrine. 

The cold turf altar of the dead; 

My grave shall be in yon lone spot. 

Where as I lie, by all forgot, 

A dying fragrance thou wilt o*er my ashes shed* 
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STANZAS. 

MOORE, 



A beam of tranquility smird in the West, 

The storms of the morning pursued us no more ; 

And the wave, while it welcom'd the moment of rest. 
Still heav'd, as remembering ills that were o*er! 

Serenely my heart took the hue of the hour. 

Its pattsioiis were sleeping,— *were mute as the dead. 

And the spirit becalmed, but remembered their 
power, 
As the billow the force of the gale that was fled! 

I thought of the days when to pleasure aloae 
My heart ever granted a wish or a sigh ; 

When the saddest emotion my bosom had known> 
Was pity for those who were wiser than 1 1 

I felt, how the pure intellectual fire 

In luxury loses its heavenly ray; 
How soon in the lavishing cup of desire. 

The pearl of the soul may be melted away ! 

And I pray'd of that spirit who lighted the flame, 
That pleasure no more might its purity dim ; 

And that sullied but little, or brightly the same, 
I might give back the gem I had borrowed of him. 

The thought was extatic! I felt as if heaven 
Had already the wreath of eternity shown ; 

As if, passion all chasten'd and error forgiven. 
My heart had begun to be purely its own, 

I look*d to the West, and the beautiful sky 

Which morning had clouded, was clouded no more : 
• ** Oh ! thus," I exclaimM, •* can a heavenly eye 
Shed light on the sool that was darkened before V* 
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THE CLOSE OF LIFE- 

ANONYMOUS. 
** The parting spirit struggled to be free." 



OF life, the last soul-wiDged sigh 

Was flattMag to depart— 
Death's meteor sparklM in the eye, . 

Quick beat the breaking heart. 

*Twa8 night — and solemn silence reign*d ; 

. We heard th* expiring moan-— 
Grim Terror's King the soul unchain'd. 
The latest breath was gone. 

The meteor died — the heart strings broke— « 

The pulses ceased to play-^- 
The sigh was flown — the soul awoke— 

Life's vision pass'd away. 

Th' letherial spirit sought the skies. 
To heaven it wing'd its flight. 

And Margaret's beauty beaming eyes 
Death seal'd in endless night. 

No ion^^er tfarobb'd her gentle breast. 

With pain-tormented life; 
Peace gave h^rtortur'd bosom rest. 

And dos'd the unequal strife. 

Her gentle heart had ceas'd to beat- 
Hope's transient reign was o'er*-" 

And Margaret's tongue that spoke so sweet, 
Alas 1 could 8p§ak no more ! 

Her blooming cheeks of roseate hue. 
Soon lost their vermil grace; 

The coral from her lips withdrew» 
And alterM was her face.*— 

c c 
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Yet many an angel trace remained. 
To gface her noile^t iAi#tt ; 

And beauty still a tint retained 
Of what it OBice liad been. 

And tho' her ejfKefl-ift death were clos'd. 

Still lovely did ^e aeem: 
Eop sleeping innocence, composed. 

Enjoys a [i^efksnig dream« 

Dear, virtuous friend! in bappy spheres. 

Mild be tby souVs repose, 
While we, who moiurn your less with tears. 

Feel poignant mental woes* 

Rest» gentle spirit, ^estiit peace ! 

In ^Icat Elysim l>«wefB*— 
And when lile's bcctitig pBlsie shall cease. 

May such a fate be ours. 

Thy^rtuotts eourse was Wiort and bright, 
•Twd« Kkc a 8un->beffm "be^e ; 

So gilds a hilraT ray, thro' ntght. 
The dun-rob'd atmesphere* 

Al^s ! it faded on our view« 

But, ah! it left behind 
Its' vestiges, in colours true. 

On iiiapy«ti'aiiatioiii«inid^' 

Adieu ! kind relative aAd ffiead ! 

Farewell bright beam bf truth ! 
Thy virtues crown'd thy happy end 

^With neyet-ftiding yotrth. 



Digitized 



by Google 



POETICAL SELECTIONS* . 291 

THE WOUNDED. HUSSAR. 



ALONE to the bapVs of the dfcrk-roUiRg Danube, 
Fair Adelaide hied when the battle wa$^o*er ; 

Oh, whither, she cried, hast thou wander'fly ray lover ; 
Or here dost thoa w^ltj^, and bleed, on the shore? 

What voice did I hear? 'tw^ my Henry that sigh'd. 
All mournful she hastenM^ nor wander'd she far. 

When bleeding, and low^ qn theh^^thsH^ discried. 
By the' light of the inooo, her poor wounded 
Hussar ! 

From his bosom that heair^, the last torrent was 
streaming. 

And pale was bis visage, deep mark'd with a scar; 
And dim was that eye, once expressiv^y beaming, . 

That melted in lov«, and that Windl'd i» w«r ! 

How smit was pqor, Adelaid^'^ heart t^t the sigh^ I. 

How bitter she wept o'er the vi/ctim.of war ! 
Hast thou com^,^ my &iQd Ipjre^ tbi» lust sorrowftf^ 
night. 

To cheer this Ippe heart of jo^r wo«9ind^ Hiwsiir ? 

Thoushalt livel'she replied ; heavVs m>ercy i^lievibg 
Each anguishing wound, shall forbid mc t« mourn 1 

Ah, no ! the last pang in my bosom is heaving ! 
No light of the inora shall to Henry return ! 

Thou charmer of life^ ever tender and trae ! 

Ye babes of my love tJka.t 9wait me afar !— ^ 
His faulteriug tongue scarce could murmar adieu, 

Wb«a h« Slink in her ams-^the peer wounded 
HuBtar! 
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Written <m the Grave of a Suicide^ 

CA1IPBKX«£. 



BY strangers left upon a lonely shore/ 

• Unknown, unhonottr*d» was the friendless dead : 

For child to weep, or widew to deplore. 

There never came to his tinburied head-** 

All from his dreary, habitation fled. 
Nor will the lantern'd fisherman at eve 

Launch on that water by the witches' tow'r, 
"Where hel^ebo^e and hemlock seem to weave 

Round its dark vaults a melancholy bow'r, 
■ For spirits of the dead at nirght's enchanted hoar» 

They dread t^ meet thee,' poor unfortunate ! 

Whose crime it was, oa lifers unfinished road. 
To feel the si^^pdame bufPetings of fate. 

And render back thy being's heavy load. 

Ah ! once, perhaps, the social passions glow'd 
In thy devoted bosoin— and the hand 

That smote its kindred heart, might yet be prone 
To deeds of mercy. Who may understand 

Thy majEiy woes, poor suicide, unknown?-^ 

He who thy being gave shall judge of thee alone. 
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LINES, 

TfritUnM MidmgkU 

ROGERS* 



WHILE thro* tKe bfoJcea pane the tempest si^hs; 
And my step falters on the faithless floor. 
Shades of departed ioys around ibc ris^. 
With many a face tTiat smiles o«i m^ no liore ; 
With many a voice th*t thrills of transport gave^ 
Now silent as the grass that tufts their gruve \ 



RESIGNATION. 

CHATTERTON. 



O, GOD, whose tlvtln^^r shakes the sky I 
Whose eye this atom globe surveys ! 

To thee, my o«ly rock, I ft^'y 
Thy mercy in thy justice praise. 

The mystic mazes of thy will. 
The shadow* of celestial li^* 

Are past the power of bumttn skiUi-^ 
But what th* eteraul aet» is right. 

O! teach me in the tryi^ hour. 
When anguish swells ihe dewy tear. 

To still my sorrows, own thy powV, 
Thy gO(»d»ess love, tky justice fear* 

Ifin this bosom aught butthee» 

Encroaching, sought a boundkss sway^ 

Omniscieiyee conoid the danger see^ 
And merey look tho cai]»e away^ 
e c a 
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Then why» mjsoul, dost thou oompUia? 

Why drooping seek the dark recess ^ 
Shake off the melancholy chain ; 

For God created all to bless. 

But ah! my breast is human still: 
The rising sigh, the iaUing tear. 

My languid vitals* feeble rill. 
The sickness of my soul declare. 

But yet with fbrtitude resigned, 
ril thank th* infticter of the blow ; 

Forbid the sigh, compose my mind. 
Nor let the gush of misery flow. 

The gloomy mantle of the night. 
Which on my sinking spirit stc^aU; 

Will vanish at- the morning light, 
W^hich God, my east; my sun, reveals^ 



FANCY. 

AKONTMOVS. 



WHEN every passion. si¥ik to rest, 

Together^ope and Fear are sleeping^ 
And Thought, withux the tranquil breasl. 

Alone, his drowsy watch is keeping;. 
On tiptoe in that silent hour 

(Sacred to solitary feeling,} 
Young Fancy quits her secret bower. 

Through the mind's inmost chambera stealingi^ 

So light her tread that reason never 

Awakes to stop the fugitive r 
So swift her flight, with vain endeavour 

tie to pursue her track would atrive^ 
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Where pallid Fear would never venture^ 

There heedless lies the airy sprite : 
And where Hope cannot, dare notenter» 

She, hov*ring, wheels her rapid flight* 

The name that timid Love, so fearful. 

Ne'er suffers to escape his tongue. 
She dwells upon inNaccents cheerful. 

And makes the burden of her songt 
And when the lyre of Hope, forsaken. 

No longer charms the ear of Care, 
Again she bids each string awaken. 

And sings away the friend Despair. 

The clouds o'er distant prospects flying. 

Take various forms at Fancy's will ; 
«* They are but clouds," Hope tells her, sighing. 

Fancy tieplies, " They're pleasing still.*' 
** Twas but the wind, that, proudly riding 

^ Over the bowing foliage past;" 
But Fancy answers Reason chiding, 

*« There's music in the whistling blast." 

In vain from yonder cliff depending^ 

Fear's shrinking eye the blossom meets; 
But Fancy, steepest hills ascending. 

Can, if not gather, taste its sweets r 
And when the wed form of Pleasure 

Fond Memory can no more retain. 
Fancy, thy lyre, iu plaintive measure. 

Can win it from the shades again. 

When Night begins her dark dominion,. 
' The Senses' day-light empire o'er. 
Then most she loves on wanton pinion. 

Above this narrow sphere to soar.— - 
Thus not till all inferior voices * 

Are muie throughout the darkening wood(> 
In freedom Philomel rejo^ices. 

And singa in moon-liglit solitude. 

Come, Fancy! come! thy waking slombeia. 

Let me en|oy however vain ; . .v 

Still let me liear thy maf^ic numbers* 

Tho' Hope refuse to aid the strain* 
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Sinof, sin^ ©f blks, — thotto^h "ttiat be pertsbM^ 

Of wealth^-^though ti^t for t^at I dig,H; 
Of love,— ho«»<ver vainfy «herfohed ; 

Of lame, — though tmne ivUh me itiaf Ae* 

Come seize the pencil ! mildly glowmg. 

Bid a fair sun-»ktne landscape rise. 
Over the distant protpecta throwing 

Thy sQfest tiftts, thy brightest dies ; 
The sun, new partita zenith, bearois]^ 

With radiance wild, — an avtuvin day* 
The clouds of e«re in distance gkaoatnj,. 

Brilliant in his reflected ray« 

Thefe, far eeaaate from care and ridt^ 

Peeping amid embowering treea» » 
Place a neat eotp the nest df qwiet. 

And Health, wholovea.the weortero brwsze^ 
There let the riv»let, i»eand*ri»g. 

At intervals rebeve the green i 
Near it be sheep or cattle wandering; 

And the tall spire complete the scefte^^ 

Now for a Bearer view :«*^tpanapert me 

Where yonder re^y cherubs play*.-^ 
See! they aidffaii^e!-«»they seem l«»comt tt^^~ 

O tell me^ Fancy I wb«t they 99^*-^ 
Soft! Who afiproaches? Abl ho4r fleeting 

The melting forms of pleasure shine! 
Fond, fluttering heart! cease, cease thy beafting^ 

'Twas only fancy calPd her thine. 

Chide me not, Reasw»!«<-VeSft I know it« 

Sttcb bliss, oa earth cai^ neiier dwell ; 
Yet, Fancy, still befriead thy poet^ ^ 

For Hope can never painjb so well !; ^ 

But while Fm gazing en thy btauty^ 

O never let my heart fbrget 
The present good, the present d'ttty,. 

Or gratitirde'ls eternftl debt. 
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'TIS night; and on the hill of storms * 

Alone doth Col ma stray » 
While round her shriek fantastic forms 

Of Ghosts that hate the day^ 

0*er rocks the torrent roars amain^^ 
The whirlwind's voice is high I 
To iave her from the wind and rain» 
' No friendly shelter nigh l* 

Rise» moon:* kind stars! appear awhile^ 
And guide me to the place ; 

Where resta my love, o'ercome with toiU * 
And weaned with the chace. 

Some light direct me» helpless maid ! 

Where sitting ou the ground, 
^is bow unstrung* is nt'ar him laid» 

His panting dogs around. 

Else by the rock» the stream beside, 

I here must sit me down ; 
While bowls the wind, and roars the tide». 

My l!C>ver*8 call to drown. 
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Ah! why, my^lftwr! tttUdflay? 

Where btmy thy Mn^ring feet I 
Didst tlt»tt tot pramtae m the day ^ 

T^y love at uight to m^&tl 

Here b^the rock » tnd htar^ t]i« Um^ 

Thine own »|ipointed tpot ; 
Tbf piomifte canitthoa brealt ifhtune?. . 

And IB my idvc tbrgot ? 

For thee I*d dare my brother** jpride; 

^ My fkther's house would fly-; 
For thee fortake my mother's side; ' ^ 

With th«e to live and die. 

Be hii«h*d, ye winds! how Idod ye bnwrl ! 

Stream ! stand a moment still. 
Perhaps my love may hear me call 

Upon the neigbbonring hill. 

Ho! Salgar! Salgarl mend thy pace} 

To Col ma haste away^ 
*Tis h and thmtk* appointed place ; 

Ah ! ' wherefore this dt^jj ? 

Kind moon ! thott giv'st ft friendly Hght; 

And lo! the glassy stream, 
And the grey rocks, throngb dluA^y night 

Reflect ihy silver beaiii% 

Yet 1 deecpf ii«l Sa!g«F^s fbrm ; 

No degs before him rani—-* 
Shan 1 not? perifth by the stovtt. 

Before to^morrow*« «u»? 

But wbat behold 1 oil Hhe hea«h I 
My love! aif brother! laid-i-^ 

O speak myf^ieiidst iior bold your brealK 
T*affrigbt a tfrembling manl. 

They answer not— they sleep— tbeyVe dead» 

Alas ! the horrid sight,-— 
Here lie their angiy sword^^ 8*tH' red. 

And bleeding from the light* 
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Ah ! wherefore Im mj ^Igar sKun ? 

My br<>tker bleeding heref 
My Salgar murdered, on tbe plfttn. 

By OB6 to me so near? 

Friends of my ehoice ! how lo^'d were both I 
Who now your ^me shall rake ? 

Who siiag my lover^s plighted troth ; 
My brother*s soog 4f pntae? 

Of thousands lovely, 6algar*s faee 

Was lovdiest to the siglit ; 
Renown'd my brother for the chace. 

And terhbleia fight» 

Sons of my love ! speak^ once again — 

Ah no ! — to death a prey. 
Silent they are, and must remain ; 

For cold their breasts of clay. 

But are their fleeting spirits fled 

Across the plain so soon ? 
Or shun the shadows of the dead. 

The glin^pses of the moeti? 

Speak, whefe on rock or moontain grave. 

Still clsaki y>Ottr sovda of lire. 
Or reconcird, in some dark cave 

Your peaceful ghosts retire. 

Ah ! where her friends shall Colma find? 

Hark-— No— -they're silent still — 
No muttering anwer brines the wind ; 

No whisper o'er the hill. 

Fearless, yet overwhelm'd with griefs 

I sit all night in tears; 
Hopeless of comfort or relief. 

When morning light appears* 

Yet, raise, ye friends of these, the dead; 

On ibis sad spot their tomb ; 
Bist cloae'^at mp.tlwif narrow bed, 

TiU hafiesa.Colma come. 
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For why behind them should we^tay. 
Whose life is now « dream? 

Together here our courses lay, . 
Beside the murmuring stream. 

So shall my shivering ghost be seen. 
Lamenting o*er the slain ; 

As homeward hies the hunter keen. 
Benighted on the plain. 

Yet shall he, fearless, pass along 
And lend his listening ear. 

For sweet, tho* sad, shall be my song. 
For frienda I lovM so dear. 




iM^MaWMMB^ 



Thomson aiid Wrightsoo, Prmters^ 
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